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lY LORD, 


(HEN I firſt deſign'd this Play, I found, or 
git 1 found ſome hat ſo moving in the ſerious 
fir, and ſo pleaſant in the comick , as might 
ea more than ordinary care in both. Accor- 
lusd the beſt of my endeavour, inthe ma- 
nent of two Plots, fo very different from each 
that it was not perhaps the talent otevery 
*, to have made them ot a piece. Neither 
| atemped other Plays of the ſame nature, in 
pinion , with the ſame judgment; though 
e ſucceſs. And though many Poets may 
d themſelves for the fondneſs and partiality of 
"sto their youngeſt Children, yet 1 hope I 
und exempted from this rule, becauſe I now 
it too well, to be ever ſatis fied with my ow n 
ions, which have ſeldom reach'd to thuſe 
Mat I had within me: and conſequently, I 

I may have liberty to judge when I write 
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4 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 18 
more or leſs pardonably, as an ordinary marks. ing, what wa 
may know certainly when he ſhoots leſs wide ama: d me i 
what he aims. Beſides, the care and pains IM but when I | 
beſtowed on this beyond my other Tragi- Car , Ifour 
dies, may reaſonably make the world conclugl ng but a co 
that either I can do nothing tolerably, or thati or than it we 
Poem is not much amiſs. Few good Pictures up in giga 
been finiſh'd at one fitting ; neither can a truejd, looſeneſs 


Play, which is to bear the tell of ages, be proc 
at a heat, or by the force of fancy, without 
maturity of judgment. For my ownpart, Ih 
both ſo juſt a diffidence of my ſelf, and ſo ga 


; the ſenſe o 
"Hen; and to 
a hideous. min 
þ- or, at bel 


reverence for my Audience, that I date ver for life, 
nothipg without a firict examination; and ani, A famo 
magh aſham'd to put a looſe indigeſted Play a year a Sta 
the publick , as 1 ſhould be to offer brals-monepflgrarion enoup 
a payment: For though it ſnou'd be taken, (a memory of 7 
too often on the Stage, ) yet it will be tqundinWgc@te, per] 
lecond telling: Anda judicious Reader will diſco r: for Ire 
in his cloſet that traſby ſtuff, whoſe glitrf;,;, and = 
deceiv'd him in the action. Ihaveoften heud Meme for their 
Stationer ſighing in his Shop , and wiſhing fer th ily in the fa 
hands to take off his melancholy bargain, wall... ay for th 


clapp'd its performance on the Stage. Io a 
houle every thing contributes to impoſe upon 
judgment ; the bed „the ſcenes , the hay 
and above all, the grace of action ( whichis 
monly the beſt where there is the moſt needotlh 


many, is, tl 
ale, even v 

amongſt nn 
by chance 


ſurprize the Audience, and caſt a mift upon Why, — 
underſtandings; not unlike the cunning of a Me of Fools 
Who is always ſtaring us in the face, and oven, but 
ing us with gibberiſh, only that he may gan ed Judg! 
opportunity of making the cleaner Conveyaneilns cept 
his trick. But theſe talſe beauties of the il e in Tra: 
are no more laſting than a Rainhow : when teh Wtificene: 
tor ceaſes to ſhine upon them, when hegt tuft and pr 


rr 


The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
I have toinetimes wondet'd ; in the 
kno, what was become of thoſe glaring colours 
+2maz'd me in Buſſy d' Amboiſeupon the Thea- 
but when I had taken up what I ſuppos'd a 
Conc Star , 1 found 1 had been cozenꝰd with a jelly: 
ung but a cold dull maſs, which glitter'd no 
Wer than it was ſhooting: A dwarfiſh thought, 
op in gigantick words; repetition in abun- 
ST; looſenels of exprellion, and groſs Hyper- 
d the ſenſe of one line expanded prodigiouſiy 
nen: and to ſumm up all, uncorrett Engliſh, 
uhdeous mingle of falſe Poetry and true non- 
or, at belt, a ſcantling of wit which la 
ting for life, and groaning beneath a heap of 
ih, A famous modern Poet us'd to ſacrifice 
yeat a Statins to Virgil's Manes: and Ihave 
tion enough to burn a i Ambozſe annually to 
wmory of Fohnſon. But now, My Lord, I 
dini table, perhaps too late, that I have gone 
far: for 1 remember ſome verſes of my own 
nin, and Almanzor , which cry vengeance 
ume for their extrvagance , and which I with 


tor de iy in the ſame fire with Sratirs and Chapman. 
1 lan ſay for thoſe paſſages, which are, hope, 


Paany, is, that I knew they were had enough 
Wale, even when I writ them: But Irepent of 
mongſt my (ins: and if any of their fellows 


his 5 | | iti | 
Neoy chance into my preſent writings, Idraw- 
ed oth Re over all thoſe Dniilahsot the Theatre; and 
n ly dT will ſottle my ſelf no reputation by the 
ae ot Fools. Tis not that Tanrwortificd to 


con, but I ſcorn as much to take it from 
ued judges, as I ſhouꝰ' cto raiſę an Eſtate by 
Wits of Bubbles: Neither do Fdiſcotninenit the 
dein Tragedy, which is naturally pompous 

ni cent: but nothing is trofy ſubhtue rs 
buſt and proper. 4 — | 
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6 - The Epiſtle Dedicatory, 
by the ſame mea ures which a common Readertcy 


they had concluded Statius to have writtenhiok 
than Virgil; tor, | 


Que ſuperimpoſito moles geminata; Coloſſo, 
carrys amore thundring kind of ſound than, 
Tityre tu patulæ recubans ſub tegmine fagi; 


Yet Virgil had all the majeſty ofa law ful Prince; 
Statius only the bluſtring ot a Tyrant. But wh 
men affect a vertue which they cannot reach, d 
fall into a vice, which bearsthe neareſt relemhl; 
roit. Thus an injudicious Poet who aims at lof 
neſs, runs eaſily into the ſwelling puthe ſtyle, if 
cauſe it looks like Greatneſs. I remember, yt 
I was a Boy , I thought inimitable Spencer ame 
Poet in comparilon ot Sy/v:ſter*s du Bartas: and 
rapt into an extaſie when I read thele Lines; 


Now, when the Vinter's keener breath began 
To cryſtallize the Baltick Ocean; 

To glaze the Lakes, tobridle up the Floods, 
And periwig with ſnow the bald-pate Wuuds: 


Iam much deceiv*d if this be not abominable fuft 
that is, thoughts and words ill ſorted, and wit 
out the leaſt relation to each other; yet I date! 
anſwer for an Audience, that they wou'd not c 
on the Stage: lo little value there is to be ge 
the common cry, that nothing but madneis 0 
pleaſe Mad-men , and a Poet-muſt be of a f 
with the Spectators, to gain a reputation withtve 
But, as id a room contriv'd tor ſtate , the be 
of the root ſhou'd bear a proportion to then 
ſs in the heightnings of poetry, the ſtrengi a 
ebe 
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The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 7 
ence of figures ſhou'd be ſuited to the occa- 
the ſubject, and the perſons. All beyond 
i mon{truous ; *tis out of nature, *tis an ex- 
„Face, and not a living part of poetry. Ihad 


der taks 
en biph 


„% ud thus much, if ſome young Gallants who 
ended to criticiſm , had not told me that this 
Comedy wanted the dignity of ſtyle: but as 

, un who is charg'd with a crime of which he 
> s himlelf innocent, is apt to be too eager in 
_— enn detence, ſo perhaps I have vindicated my 


I with more partiality than 1 ought , or than 
atrifle can deſerve. Yet, whatever beauties 

wy want, *tis free at leaſt from the groſinels of 
efaults I mention'd. What credit it has gain'd 
mathe Stage, I value no farther than in reterence 
ny profit, and the ſarisfaCtion I had in ſeeing it 
eſented with all the juſtneſs and gracetulnels of 
on. But as *tis my intereſt to pleaſe my Audien- 
hay ambition to beread. That I am ſure 
te more laſting and the nobler deſign ; for the 
priety ot thoughts and words, which are the 
wen beauties ofa Play, are but contugdly judg'd 
ae vehemence of action: All things are there 
eld, as in a haſty motion, where the Objects 
{glide before the eye anddiſappear. The moſt 
ning Critick can judge no more of theſe ſilent 
<< inthe action, than he who rides poſt through 
mxnown country can diſtinguiſh the ſituation 
Jaces, and the nature of the ſoil, The purity 
prale, the clearneſs of conception and ex- 
on, the boldneſs maintain'd to Majeſty, the 
ancy and found of words, not ſtrain'd into 
walt, but juſtly elevated; in ſhort, thoſe very 
and thoughts which cannot be chang'd but 
e vorſe, muſt of neceſſity eſcape our tranſient 
upon the theater: and yet without all theſe a 
may take, For if either the ſtory move us, or 
4 the 
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8 The Epiſtle Dedicatory. 
the Actor help the lameneſs of it with bis pe 
mabce, or no andthena glittering beam of Ne 
Paſſion ſtrike through the obſcurity of the po 
any of theſe are luthcient to effect a preſent liki 
but not to fix a laſting admiration , for nothing u 
truth can long continue, and time is the lure 
gudge of truth I am not vainenoughto think 
ave left no faults in this, which that touch-fle 
Wit will not diſcover; neither indeed is itpoſſi 
to avoid them in a Play of this nature. There 
evidently two Actions in it: but it will be clext 
any judicious Man, that with ha f the pains, Ice 
have rais'd a Play from either of them. For this ti 


I fatisfhed my own humour, which was to tack u their luſtt 
Plays together; and to break a rule for the pleaſuſſal, is not moi 
ot variety. The ttuth is, the Audience are gromfelation of yo! 


weary ot continu'd melancho y ſcenes: And l dy 
venture to prophecie, that few Tragedies, excej 
thoſe in verſe ſhall ſueceed in this Age, if they 
not lighten'd with acourle of Mirth. For the teal 
is too dull and folemn without the fiddles. B 
how difficult a tack this is, will ſoon be try'd: f 
a ſeveral genius is requir*d to either way; and wit 
out both ot 'em, a man, in my opinion, is bt 
half a Poet for the ſtage. Neitheris it ſo trivial at 
undertaking, to make a Tragedy end happily; ic 
tis more dithcultto ſave thanꝰtis to kill. The dagge 
and the cup of poiſon are always ina readineſs; but 
to bring the action to the laſt extremity, andthe 
by probable means to recover all will require t 
art and judgment ofa Writer, and coſt him many 
pang inthe pertormance 

And now, my Lord, I muſt confeſs that what? 
have written, looks more like a Preface than a he. 
dicat on; and truly it was thus far my deſign, thal 
might entertain you v ith 'omewhat in my own an, 
which might Le more worthy of a noble mind, 9 
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ue exploded trick ot fulſom panegyricks. 
ure beult to write juſtly on any thing, but almoſt 
ole in praiſe. I ſhall therefore wave ſo nice a 
un; and only tell you, that in recommending 
eeſtant Play to a Proteſtant Patron, as Ido my 
un n honour , ſo Ido your noble Family a right, 
have been always eminent in the ſupport and 
of our Religion and iberties. And if the 
miles of your youth, your education at home, 
{your experience abroad, deceive me. not, the 
ples you have embrac'd are ſuch as will no way 
enerate from your Anceſtors ; but refreſh their 
's tinaory in the minds of all true Engliſh-Men, and 
xv their luſtre in your perſon ; which, my 
Md, is not more the wiſh, than it is the conſtant 
Sx(ation of your Lordſhip's. 


Moſt Obedient 


Faithful Servant, 


hatl FOHN DRYDEN. 


we As PRO. 


10 


PROLOGUE, 


| N luck for us, and a kind hearty Pit; 


For he who pleaſes, never fails of wit. 
Honour is yours : 
And you, like Kings, at City Treats beſtow it A 
TheWriter kneels, and is bid riſe a Poet. 
But you are fickle Sovereigns, to our ſorrow , 
Vou dubb to- day, and hang a man to-morrom. 
Fou cry the ſameſenſeup , and down again, 
Juſt like braſs money once a year in Spain. 
Takeyout th mood, what eer baſe metal come, 
Yor coin as faſt as Groats at Bromingam : 
Though®tisno morelike ſenſe in ancient Plays, 
Than Rome's Religion like St. Peter's days. 
In ſhort , ſoſwiftyour judgments turn andwind p 
Fon caſt our fleeteſt Wits a mile behind. 
*[ were well your Fudgmentsbut in Plays did range, 
But ev*n your follies and debanches change 
With ſuch a whirl, the Poets of your Age 
Aretyr'd, andeannot ſcore em on the Stage; 
Unleſs each vice in ſport- Hund they indite, 
Ev' n as noteht Prentices whole Sermous write. 
Ihe heavy Hollanders o vices know , 
But what they us da hundredyears ago; ; 
Like honeſt plants, where they were ſtuck they grow, 
They cheat, but ſtill from cheating Sires they come; 
They drink , but they were chriſtned firſt in Mum. 
1 heir patrimonial ſloth the Spaniards keep , 
And Philip firſt taught Philip how to /leep. 
The French and we ſtill change ; but here's thecurſe, 
They change for better, and we change for worſe: 
They take up our old trade of conquering , 
And we aretaking their's, to dance and ſing, 
Our Fathers did for change to France repair y 
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PROLOGUE. 


Wiley for change will try our Engliſh air. 
11 5 en, when they throm one 700 amay, 
nta more f uo. iſh gem gam comes in play. 

romn penitent, onſcriousthinking, 
wat: 3 ing , and devoutiy fall to dr mking. 
ring the Watch grows out 0 of faſbion wit , 
Fro weſer up for tilt ing in the hit. 
* tis agreed by Bullies chicken-hear _—_ 
fright the Ladies fir %, and then be parted 
fur atte »mpt has twice or thrice been wade. 2 
22 * n irth rens, and make death a trade. 
Wmurther*s out, what vice can we advance? 
ale the the nem: fo ind pois ning trick of France, 
«when their art Rats- bane we ha ve got, 
nay of baus, we'll ſend*em oer our Plot. 
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PANISH FRY AR; 


„, H E 
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phonſo & Pedro meet, with Soldiers on each 
ſide, Drums, &c. 


ALPHONSO, 


Tand : give the Word. 
Pedro. The Queen of Arragon. 
Alph. Fedro ho goes the night? 
Pedr. She wears apace. 
div, Then welcome day- light: We ſhall have warm 
work on't: 
de Moor will * 
utmoſt 28.4. this next aſſault, 
win a Queen and Kingdom 
Ped, — o' this —.— of wooing though : 
Me Queen ſtirring yet? 
Agb. dhe has not been a bed: but in her Chappel 4 


4 

14 The Spanish Fryar: or, 
All night devoutly watch'd ; and brib'd the Saints 
With vows for her deliverance, 

Pedr. O, Al;honſo, 
I fear they come too late! her Father's crimes 
Sit heavy on her, and weigh down her prayers, 
A Crown ulurp'd, a tawtul King depos'd X 
In bondage held, &-b11r'd the common light, 
His Children me rther'd, and his Friends deftroy'd: 
Mh teen we leis expect than what we feel? 
And what we tear will tollow. 

Alb Hcav'n avert it ( event 

Fear. Then Hew'n muſt not be Heav'n: judge the 
ly whit his pats'd. TW Ulurper joy'd not long 
His iſl- got Crown: * Tis true, he dy'd in peace: 
Unridale that ye Pow'rs But lett his Daughter, 
Our preſent Queen, engag*d, upon his death-bed, 
To marry with young Berrran, whole curs'd Father 
Had help'd to make him great. 
Hence, ou well know, this fatal Wararoſe; 
Becauſe the Moor Abialla, with whoſe Troops 
Th' Ulurper gain'd the Kingdom, was refus'd; 
And, as an nſidel, his love deſpis'd. 

Alph. Well we are Soldiers, Pedro, and like Lawyen, 
Plead for our pay. 

Pear. A good cauſe wou'd do well though: 
It gives my iword an edge. You ſee this Bertram 
Has now three times been beaten by the Moors: 
What hope we have is in young Torriſmond , 
Your Brother's Son, 

Alph. He's a ſucceſsful Warrior, 
And has the Soldier's hearts. Uponthe skirts 
Of Arragon, our ſquander'd Troops he rallies: 


Our Watchmen, from the Tow'rs, with longing e% 


Expect his ſwift arrival. 
Pedr It muſt be ſwift, or it will come doo late. 
Alph. No more; — Duke Pertran. 
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The Double Diſcovery, 15 


Enter Bertran, attended. 


» Relieve the Centrys that have watch'd all night, 
Now, Colonel , have you diſpos'd your Men, 
ou ſtand idle here? 
Mine are drawn off, 
nen ſhort repoſe. 
I bort let it be: 
om the Moori/h Camp, this hour and more, 
v has been heard a diſtaut humming noiſe, 
( event Ne gees diſturb'd, and arming in their hives. 
ge they courage in our Soldiers? Speak, what hope ? 
. As much as when Phyſicians ſhake their heads, 
did their dying Patient think of Heav'n. 
wills are thinly mann'd , our beſt Men lain ; 
. rt, an heartleſs number ſpent with watching, 
ber l barraſs d out with duty. 
r. Good night all then. 
MW, Nay, for my part, tis but a ſingle life 
veto loſe: I'll plant my Colours down 
de mid breach, and by em fix my foot; 
hort Soldier's pray'r, to ſpare the trouble 
y tew Friends above, and then expect 
next fair bullet. 
400. Never was known a night of ſuch diſtraction: 
*ſoconfus'd and dreadful: juſtling crowds, 
utun, and know not whither : Torches gliding, 
:meteors by each other in the ſtreets, 
ins, I met a reverend, fat, old, gouty Fryar, 
da paunch ſwola ſo high, his double chin \ 
r reſt upon't; A true Son of the Church; 
acolour'd , and well thriven on his trade, 
8 07% ae pufning with his greaſie bald pate quire, 
dumbling o'er his beads, in ſuch an agony, 
e. ud em falfe for fear: about his neck 
Kung a Wench, the label of his function, 
Whom 


wyen, 
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On pain of death, let no man dare to ſally. 


The Queen is going to the great Cathedral 


14 


16 The Spaniſh Fryar: or, 2 
Whom he ſhook off, i'taith metiought , unkindly, &. A fair cha 
It ſeems the hol y Stallion durſt not ſcore gening of an a 
Another fin before he left the world nd ſo Fortu 

Enter a Captain. rc 


Capt. To Arms, My Lord, to Arms, 
From the Moor's Camp the noiſe grows louder ſtill; 
Ratling of Armour, Irumpets, Drums, and Atabally 
And ſometimes peals of ſhouts that rend the heav'ns, 
Like Victory; then groans again, and howiings, 
Like thole ot vanquiſh'd Men: But every eccho 
Goes fainter off, and dies in diſtant ſounds. Mrs, Sulle 

Bert. Some falſe Attack; expect on t'other ſide: 
One to the Gunners on St. Fago's tow'r ; bid em, 


A 


INE, 44 


Level their Cannon lower: On my Soul, ( tur 3 my de 
They're all corrupted with the Gold of Barbary, morning ? 

To carry over, and not hurt the Moor. Is. dull. Any 

me: But 1 

Enter ſecond Captain. r in the Litur) 


Iv. But there's 
2. Capt. My Lord, here's freſh intelligence ami ii wear, Siſter $ 


Our Army led by valiant Torri/mond , uy diſcontent 
Is now in hot engagement with the Moors ; for beſides t 
"Tis ſaid, withia their trenches. 5, 35 being 8 
Bert | think all fortune is 1eſery'd for him. "ite, your ex 
He might have {eat us word though; mimony tha 
And then we cou'd have favour'd his attempt ng vacation a 
With Sallies {rom the Town. — jou brought 
Alph. 1t cou'd not be : pe againſt ye 


We were ſo cloſe blockd up that none con'd peep tolt conſtant N 
Upon the walls and live: But yet ' tis time Ms. Sull, Ther 

Bert. No, tis too late; 1 will not hazardit: . He never ſ 
In-Sull. No, 
v. He allows 
ty 


Ped. ( aſide } Ohenvy, envy, how it works within l 
How now ! what means this ſhow ? y. 
Alth. *Tis a Proceſſion : n. Full. Am 


Woſpital Chil 


Ti 


HEE 
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&. A fair challenge by this light; this is a pretty 
ning of an adventure; but we are Knight-Er- 
d ſo Fortune be our guide. [ Exit, 


al. 


Fr 
rr 


, NE, A Gallery in Lady Boun- 


, ty ful's honſe. 

) 

: Mrs. Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 

de: 

'em, DORINDA. 

( fur = my dear Siſter; are you for Church this 
|; morning ? 


n. Sull. Any where to pray; for Heaven alone can 
me: But | think, Dorinda, there's no form of 
r in the Liturgy againſt bad Husbands. | 
y But there's a form of Law in Doctors Commons 3 
mvdlivear, Siſter Sullen, rather than ſee you thus con- 
uly diſcontented, I would adviſe you to apply to 
for beſides the part that I bear in your vexatious 
„as being Siſter to the Husband, and Friend to 
lite, your example gives me ſuch an impreſſion 
trimony that I ſhall be apt to condemn my perſon. 
ang vacation all its life ,. . But ſuppoſing, Madam, 
jou brought it to a caſe of ſeparation, what can 
wee againſt your Husband? My Brother is, firſt, 
5 dot conſtant Man alive — 
13. $ull, The moſt conſtant Husband, I grant'ye. 
a He never ſleeps from you. 
Is-Sull. No, he always ſleeps with me. 
v. He allows you a maintenance ſuitable to your 
4 


ank 


lt, dull. A maintenance! do you take me, Madam. 
ita Child, that | muſt fit down, and bleſs my 
: B | Bene: 


. — 
—— ß — — 
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Benefactors for meat, drink and cloathes? As LU Sal. O Si 
it, Madam, I brought your Brother ten thouu fs ſullen, 
unds , out of which, I might expect ſome pm ter thinks. 


things, call'd pleaſures. hed: and 1 
Dor. You ſhare in all the pleaſures that the coumſallave the ple 
affords. jou ſhall ſe 


Mrs. Sull. Country pleaſures! Racks and tormemuſſtebome this n 
doſt think, Child, that my limbs were made for leyinſÞi me out of 
of ditches , and clambring over ſtiles? or that ¶ ing over the 
Parents, wiſely foreſceing my future happineſs in couÞufer his Mana 
try-pleaſures, had early inſtructed me in the rural ¶Mliſengers in 
compliſhments of drinking fat ale, playing at which u a Salmon 
and ſmoaking tobacco with my Husband? or of fpreExice, his bre 
ding of plaiſters, brewing of diet-drinks, and ſtilia e as greaſy : 
Roſemary-water with the good old Gentlewoman, .., He toſſes 
Mother in-law ? tis ſhoulders 

Dor. I'm ſorry, Madam, that it is not more in o d, leaves n 
power to divert you: I cou d wiſh indeed that ouredÞmbrt is the tun 
tertainments were a little more polite, or your tale le, his noſe. 
little leſs refin'd, But pray, Madam, how came tafizelancholly c 
Poets and Philoſophers that labour'd ſo much in hu, Siger , you 
ting after pleaſure, to place it at laſt in a country lite? {bred Man, 

Mrs. Sull. Becauſe they wanted money, Child,! 
find out the pleaſures of the Town : Did you ever ke 
Poet or Philoſopher worth ten thouſand Pound? It jt 
can ſhew me ſucha Man, I'll lay you fifty Pound you 
find him ſomewhere within the weekly Bills... Ms, Sall. Will 
that I disapprove rural pleaſures , as the Poets unit us this m 
painted them; in their landſchape every Phillis has un 
Coridon, every murmuring ſtream , and every fone. 
mead gives freſh alarms to love, .. . Belides, you 
find, that their couples were never marry d.. . . f. 
yonder I fee my Coridon, and a ſweet Swain t me? the air 
Heaven knows... . Come, Dorinda, don't be ad. Scrub. 
he's my Husband, and your Brother; and betwee 
both is he not a ſad Brute? DN. 

Dor. I have nothing to ſay to your part of him, yu 
the belt Judge. 12 as. Sir, 


a, My head 2 
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k Full. O Siſter, Siſter! if ever you marry , be- 1 
ofa ſullen, filent Sot, one that's always muſing. | 
er thinks... There's ſome diverſion in a talking 
bend: and fince a Woman muſt wear chains, I 
Ave the pleaſure of hearing'em rattle a little. 
jou ſhall ſee, but take this by the way; . He 
tome this morning at his uſual hour of four, wa- 
lei me out of a ſweet dream of ſomething elſe, by 
that ning over the Tea-table, which he broke all to pie- 
in cou iter his Man and he had rowl'd about the room like 
S'ſengers in a ſtorm, he comes flounce into bed, 
it which is a Salmon into a Fiſhmonger's basket; his feet 
of ſpe u ice, his breath hot as a furnace, and his hands and 
id ſtilln ce as greaſy as his flanel night- cap... Oh Matrimo- 
nan, .. He toſſes up the clothes with a barbarous ſwing 
tis ſhoulders , diſorders the whole Oeconomy ot 
xd, leaves me half naked, and my whole night's 
wrt is the tuneable ſerenade of that wakeful Nigh- 
ale, his noſe....... O the pleaſure of counting 


SI ht 


e in ( 
at oure 
ut taſte 


came tÞnelancholly clock by a ſnoring Husband !... But 
h in hue, Sidler, you ſhall ſee how handſomely , being a 
3 Lbred Man, he will beg my pardon. 

Child, 

ver {ee Enter Sullen. 

1? It 3c 

and jou. My head akes conſumedly. 

„ Ms, Sull. Will you be pleaſed, my Dear, to drink 
N 1 * this morning ? it may do your head good. 
lis has No. 


ry flonfÞie. Coffee, Brother? 
C5 3 * al. Pſhaw. 
. Vs, gl. Will you pleaſe to dreſs and go to Church 


ain ut u ane? the air may help you. 
wn al, Scrub. 
| detwee 


| Enter Scrub, 
im, you's 


as. dir. 
2 B 2 Sull. 
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Sull. What day o'th week is this? Manda ! à fi 
Scrub. Sunday, an t pleaſe your Worſhip, my Couſci 
Sull. Sunday! Bring me a dram ; and d'ye hey, ad Men, 
out the Veniſon-paſty, and a tankard of ſtrong Beer Ws | Fancy» 
the Hall table, I'll go to breakfaſt. 'G der that w 
Dor. Stay, ftay, Brother, you ſhan't get ob Count t. 
were very naught laſt night , and muſt make your Wi * Sul. The 
reparation; come, come, Brother, won't you of” their Gall 
pardon ? and ſome 
Sull. For what? to ſuch ami 
Dor. For being drunk laſt night. u Sull, Well 
Sull. I can afford it, can't 1? o as well n 
Mrs. Sull. But I can't, Sir. ny lethargic] 


Sull. Then you may let it alone. Security b 
Mrs, Sull. But I mult tell you, Sir, that this is 1 muſt be alar 

to be born. zen are hike P 
Sull. I'm glad ont. ll he hears 
Mrs. Sull. What is the reaſon, Sir, that you uſen 

thus inhumanely ? This mig 
Sull. Scrub? ding were 
Scrub. Sir. ; but L fancy 


it you dealt f 
Is; Full. 1 ow 


Sull. Get things ready to ſhave my head, [Fs 
Mrs. Sull. Have a care of coming near his temp 
Scrub, for fear you meet ſomething there that n 
turn the edge of your razor... Inveterate ſtupidit nd water : B. 
did you ever know ſo hard, ſo obſtinate a ſpleen whiff. other Wive: 
O Siſter , Siſter! I ſhall never ha' good of the! de the world 
till I get him to Town: London, dear London is the pla aband , co 
for managing and breaking a Husband. *undnels to Ke 

Dor. And has not a Husband the ſame opportunitk . but how d 
there for humbling a Wife? ung your Hy 

Mrs. Sull. No, no, Child, 'tis a ſtanding mat els, he ſhou 
in conjugal diſcipline, that when a Man wou'd call n Sul, Let 
his Wife, he hurries her into the country; and vou. d pro 
a Lady would be arbittary with her Husband, ut how f 
vrheedles her Booby up to Town. ., . A Man date 90 dull. You 


play the Tyrant in London, becauſe there are ſo math! 1 Wbat, ap: 
8. Sul. He's 


examples to encourage the Subject to rebell. O D9F. 
1 
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mda! a fine Woman may do any thing in Lon. 

my Conſcience, ſhe may raiſe an Army of forty 

ad Men. 

W. | fancy , Siſter, you have a mind to be trying 
wer that way here in Litchfield ; you have dran 

ach Count to your Colours already. 


wh . Sull. The French are a people that can't live 
70 "St their Gallantries. | 


and ſome English that I know, Siſter, are not 
to ſuch amuſements. 

s. Sull, Well, Silter, ſince the truth muſt out, it 
i as well now as hercatter ; I think one way to 
ny lethargick ſottiſh Husband , is to give him a 
Security begets negligence in all people; and 
muſt be alarm'd to make em alert in their duty: 
xa are like Pictures, of no value in the hands of a 
; till he hears Men of ſenſe bid high for the pur- 


This might do, Siſter, if my Brother's un- 

ding were to be convinc'd into a paſſion for 

but L tancy there's a natural averſion of his ſide ; 

[Hs | fancy , Siſter that you don't come much behind 
it you dealt fairly. 


el Is, Sull. l own it, we are united contradictions, 
ſtupidit nd water: But I cou'd be contented , with a great 
on u other Wives , to humour the cenſorious Mob. 
the i de the world an appearance of living well with 


nudband , cou'd I bring him bat to diſſemble a 

undnels to keep me in countenance. 

ond but how do you know , Siſter , but that inſtead 
wing your Husband by this artifice to a counterfeit 

aels, he ſhould awake in a real fury? 

is Sull, Let him: lt lean't entice him to the 

| wou'd provoke him to the other. 

i” But how mult I behave my ſelf between ye ? 

all. You muſt aſſiſt me. 

. Wat, againſt my own Brother? 

nl. He's but half a Brother, and I'm your 

a, B 3 Entire 


the plat 


g malt 
7d end 
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entire Friend. If I go a ſtep beyond the bonn esd. To, 
Honour, leave me; till then I expect you ſhooly WM! fancy you 1 
along with me in every thing; while I truſt my Ra the cxter! 
in your hands, you may truſt your Brother's in mi t to make t 
The Count is to dine here to. day. There's ſon 
Dor. Tis a itrange thing, Siſter , that I cant ge The ap 
that Man, draws as n 
Mrs. $#/l. You like nothing, your time is not u e comes 
Love and death have their fatalities, and ſtrike bars runs buzz 
one time or other; — You'll pay for all one * — Who 
warrant'ye = But, come, my Lady's Tea is im? — II 
and 'tis almoſt Church · time crown; he 
ao the belt 1 


SCENE, The Inn. 


Enter Aimwell dreſs d, and Archer, 


box, turn n 


Dean, it he 


iBeauty , TIVC! 
xding by the 
whole Churc 


Aimwell. eit: after the 

1 was ſhe the Daughter of the houſe? xr for a Lover 
Arch. The Landlord is fo blind as to think ſo ya dying tor 

1 dare {wear (he has better blood in her veins. pod carneſt f 
Aim. Why doſt think ſo ? rh. There's 
Arch. Becauſe the Baggage has a pert je ne ſcai: deat 3 but 


ſhe reads Plays, keeps a Monkey, and is troubled! 
vapours. 


ty, try to | 
vels at preſen 


Aim. By which diſcoveries I gueſs that you H. Vihaw » 1 
more of her. nunc — Le 
Arch. Not yet, Faith; the Lady gives her elf i . Tom. 

forſooth, nothing under a Gentleman. in, Ay. 
Aim. Let me take her in hand, #4, When v 
Arch. Say one word more o'that , and VII dec. Um— ] 

ſelf, ſpoil your ſport there, and every Where lch. And ho) 

Look'ye, Aimwell, every Man in his own ſphere. Ech now ? 
Aim. Right; and therefore you muſt pimp for pa im bleſſing! 


Maſter. 


bh, Truly 


Arch. In the uſual forms, good Sir, after I A chands. 
ſery'd my ſelf - But to our buſineſs: Tou 4 
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eld, Tom , and make ſo handſome a figure, 
| fancy you may do execution in a Country 
che cxteriour part ſtrikes firſt, and you're in 
git to make that impreſſion favourable, 

There's ſomething in that which may turn to 
e: The appearance of a Stranger ia a Country 
draws as many gazers as a blazing Star; no 
he comes into the Cathedral, but a train of 
ers runs buzzing round the Congregation in a 
rut; — Who is he? whence comes he? do you 
him? — Then I. Sir, tips me the Verger with 
crown; he pockets the Simony , and inducts 

mo the beſt pue. in the Church; I pull out my 

box, turn my ſelf round, bow to the Biſhop , 

Dean, if he be the commanding Officer; ſingle 
$i5ezuty, rivet both my eyes to hers, ſet my noſe 
her, ding by the ſtrength of imagination, and ſhew 

whole, Church my concern by my endeavouring 
geit: after the Sermon, the whole Town gives me 
lor a Lover, and by perſwading the Lady that 
i dying for her, the tables are turn'd , and ſhe 
vod earneſt falls in love with me. 
ch. There's nothing in this, Jom, without a 
tient; but inſtead of riveting your eyes to a 
ty, try to fix em upon a Fortune; that's our 
nels at preſent. 
im, Paw, no Woman can be a Beauty without 
rune — Let me alone, for I am a Mark:man, 
lch. Tom, 
in. Ay. | | 
gh. When were you at Church before, pray? 
eclare H. Um — 1 was there at the Coronation. 
here el rh. And how can you expect a bleſſing by going to 
ere, ach now | 
p foro Bleſſing ! nay , Frank, Lask but for a Wife. [Ex. 
bah, Truly the Man is not very unreaſonable in, 
er 1 lFcmands, [Exit at the oppoſite door. 
ou ur 


ink fo, 


 ſcait 
1bled 1 
ou l 


r ſelf 
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; uſage , an 
Enter Bonniface and Cherry. {molt forg! 


1. 

Bon. Well Daughter, as the ſaying is, have your. What is't 
brought Martin to confeſs? A pot of ce 

Cher. Pray, Father, don't put me upon getting u under poc 
thing out of a Man; I'm but young you know I What NI. 
Father, and I don't underſtand wheedling , y Why , you 

Bon Young ! why you Jade, as the ſaying is, nt | took it 
any Woman wheedle that is not young ? your Mothe tet Here 
was uſeleſs at five and twenty, Not wheedle ! woulSemiſſes. 
you make your Mother a Whore and me a Cuckc Ft. I will fe: 
as the ſay ing 15? 1 tell you his ſilence confeſſes In Bur, hear 
and his Maſter ſpends his money ſo freely, and is , They'l] be 
much a Gentleman every manner of way that he mu D'ye kno 


be a Highwayman. u Road? 
No. 
Enter Gibbet in a Cloak. * I fancy th 
0 W. 
Gib. Landlord, Landlord, is the coaſt clear? % The Devil 
Box. O, Mr. Gibbet. what's the News ? mw Why, the 
Gib. No matter, ask no queſtions, all fair and bod. That's ful 


nourable : Here, my dear Cherry [Gives her ala And the © 
Two hundred ſterling pounds, as good as any thfirtends to be 
ever hang'd or ſav'd a Rogue; lay'em by with the ei ud pump I 
and here— Three wedding or mourning Rings, M. With all 1 
much the ſame you know— Here, two filver-hilte#. Mr. Mar! 
ſwords; I took thoſe from Fellows that never ſhe 
any part of their ſwords but the hilts= Here is ada Inter Martir 
mond necklace which the Lady hid in the privateſt plact 
in the Coach, but I found it out: This Gold Watch I tod The roads 
from a Pawn-broker's Wife; it was lett in her hands Nn ford at 
a Perſon of Quality, there's the Arms upon the cale. Þ; who's Serva 
Cher. But who had you the money from? $4. My Maſt 
Gib. Ah! poor Woman! I pitied her; — Fronts. Really 
poor Lady juſt elop'd from her Husband; ſhe had mu. Really, 
up her cargo and was bound for Ireland, as had A That's m 
ſhe cou'd driye ; ſhe told me of her Husband's WF his evaſio 
F<: name } 
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olige, and ſo I left her half a Crown: But 

{molt forgot my dear Cherry, I have a Preſent 

0d. 

%. What is't ? 

A pot of cereuſe, my child, that I took out of 

under pocket. 

% What Mr. Gibbet, do you think that I paint? 

4 Why , you jade, your betters do; I'm ſure the 

is. C2 tat I took it from had a Coronet upon her Hand- 

T MotheSiticf— Here, take my cloak, and go ſecure 

! woulSemiſſes. 

uckeld Nu. Iwill ſecure em- Exit. 

afeſſes Aa bur, hear' ye, where's Hounſlow and Bagshoz ? 

and is $#. They 'I] be here to-night 

t he nua D'ye know of any other Gentlemen o'the Pad 

* Road? 

i No, 

* I fancy that I have two that lodge in the houſe 

tow. 

The Devil! how'dye ſmoaK'em ? 

n Why, the one is gone to Church. 

r and bod. That's ſuſpicious, 1 muſt contels. 

r ag And the other is now in his Maſter's chamber; 

any thafjetends to be Servant to the other: we'll call him 

h the tei ud pump him a little. 

ings, M. With all my heart. 

ver-hilein. Mr. Martin, Mr. Martin? 

ver ſhe) 

e is adu Euter Martin combing a Perrywig, and ſinging. 

teſt plact 

ich I toolf®. The roads are conſumed deep; I'm as dirty as 

hands of rat ford at Chriſtmas == A good pretty Fellow 

ie cale. Þ; who's Servant are you, Friend? | 

hub. My Maſter's. 

From Really? 

had mee. Really. 

as hard Ae That's much — The Fellow has been at the 

nds MF") his evaſions - But, pray, Sir, what is your 
bao; name ; Bs Arch. 


ave you 


tting an 
; know 


ar? 
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Arch. Tall, all dall; | ſings and combs the Perrywig I What is 


This is the moſt obſtinate cur. „Love is 
Gib I ask you his name? aw, aud g 
Arch. Name, Sir, — Tall, all dall— I never a a Very w 

him his name in my life. Tall, all dad. Sm] Where 
Bon. What think you now ? Ir. Into the 


Gib. Plain, plain, he talks now as if he were te. I, And wi 
fore a Judge: But, pray, Friend, which way doe. I won't 
your Maſter travel? ch. What at 

Arch. & horſeback. tr, Youth, 

Gib. Very well again, an old offender, right; A. The res 
But, I mean docs he go upwards or downwards? Ji. The tw: 

Arch, Downwards I fear, Sit: Tall all, t Court. 

Gib. I'm afraid my fate will be a contrary way, ach. That's 

Bon, Ha, ha, ha! Mr. Martin you're very arches of that P 
This Gentleman is only travelling towards Cheer ther. A ite: 
and wou'd be glad of your company, that's all Come improbab 
Captain, you'll tay to-night , I ſuppoſe ; Ill ſhewnfticable. 
you a Chamber— Come, Captain. [Exit ch. That's 

Gib. Farewel, Friend ta Lover de 

Arch, Captain, your Servant — Captain! a prend. He mu; 
Fellow ; s'death, I wonder that the Officers of th@ nuſt bribe 
Army don't conſpire to beat all Scoundrels in red, ba court the F, 
thar O N, A, he muſt- 

lh. Nay, ( 
Enta Cherry. nd your leſſo 
Ia. O, ay, 

Cher. Gone! and Martin here! I hope he did nat, his Friend 
liſten ; 1 wou'd have the merit of the diſcovery it contempt ; 
my own, becauſe I wou'd oblige him to love MÞnult defire | 
[ Aſide. ] Mr. Martin, who was that Man with nit embrace h 
Father ? ; lech. Had e\ 

Arch. Some recruiting Serjeant , or whipd me, my D. 
Trooper, I ſuppoſe. Ar. Becauſe 

Cher. All's Hale, I find. ch a Chil, 

Arc. Come, my Dear, have you con'd ov! ef ti. Might. 
Cathechiſe I taught you laſt-night? 10 

Cher. Come, queſtion me. * vir. Becauſe 


STA TAOCED, 


a What is Love? 
„Love is I know not what, it comes I know 
ww, aud goes I know not when. 
er ub Bb. Very well, an apt Scholar. [Chucks her under 
e Where does Love enter? 
Ir. Into the eyes. 
vere be. I And where go out? 
nay does en. 1 won't tell'ye. 
#<. What are objects of that paſſion ? 
dur. Youth , Beauty, and clean linnen. 
ight; Ab. The reaſon? 
ards? JV. The two firſt are faſhionable in nature, and the 
Faust Court. 
ay, bc. That's my Dear: What are the ſigns and 
y arches of that Paſſion ? 
Cheſter 4 Cer. A ſtealing look, a ſtammering tongue, 
Come improbable , deligns impoſſible, and actions 
PII mticable. 
[ExitÞ Ab. That's my good Child, kiſs me— What 
ta Lover do to obtain his Miſtreſs ? 
(er. He muſt adore the perſon that diſdains him, 
nult bribe the Chambermaid that betrays him. 
court the Footman that laughs at him; — He 
a, he muſt— 
bah. Nay, Child, I muſt whip you if you don't 
al your leſſon ; he muſt treat his | 
Ur. O, ay, he mult treat his Enemies with reſ- 
> did noe, his Friends with indifference, and all the world 
covery hh contempt ; he muſt ſuffer much, and fear more; 
loye MEnult defire much, and hope little; in ſhort, he 
with aa embrace his ruine, and throw himſelf away. 
„ 3#. Had ever Man fo hopeful a Pupil as mine? 
hipd ime, my Dear, why is love call'd a riddle ? 
wr, Becauſe being blind, he leads thoſe that ſee; 
tho a Child, he governs a Man. 
over in 5 Mighty well — And why is Love pictur'd 


400 


a pret! 
Ts Ot th 


1 red, by 


Ie, Becauſe the Painters out of the weakneſs or 
pri- 
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privilege of their art, choſe to hi ; 
cou'd not draw, | o hide thole eyesthy And bette 
Arch. That's my dear little Scl V. $'death,, \ 
. 10lar kiſs wi 
apain— And why ſhou'd Love lar, ils med you mal 
vern a Man? | ove, that's a Child ge ou may hav! 
Cher. Becauſe that a Child is t! rp your For 
1e end * 
Arch. And ſo ends Love's 3 * þr. Then you 
my Dear, we'll go in, and make wy Maſter be P 
Cher. ge hold, Mr. Afartin— You Tad, N 
a great deal of pains to inſt "= fairly Cal 
think I have An by it? ruck me, and what Oficentleman v 
Arch. What: 1 Livery, wo 
Cher. That your diſcourſe and you andition be. 
. r hab 1 
dictions; and it wou'd be bow) ay» A — bels [hope yOu 1 
you a Footman any longer. beit was only 
Arch, Ogas, what a Witch it bn! At o Bn 
er. Depend upon this, Sir, nothing in thi Ach. Fairy d. 
ſhall ever tempt me; for tho I was — 9 fab * r 
I hate it - Own your con dition ſareas > Jl er, Sir, I hi 
and then n you pleaſe 
Arch. And then we ſhall . nnd be aſſu 
Cher. Yes. go make the bed? © yours , be 
Arch. You muſt know then, that! . 
0 , am bo Gent. 
man, my education was liberal; but 1 en — by — 
a younger Brother, fell into the hands of Sharpers be 80 Y 
who ſtript me of my money, my Friends dicora Am ur Ian, as I 
Cher. Then take my hand— promiſe to marry n y dye whe 
„„ 
thouſand Pound. or tWO , an 
Arch. How! long ! The 
| Cher. Two thouſand Pound that I have this mind * 
in my own cultody ; fo th | very thi 
fant” and Ill 0 gad a your Liycry [ vat ſo er the 
Arch. What ſaid you? A Parſon ! A1 fall, 
Cher. What! do you ſcruple ? | nth I'm ſu 
Arch, Scruple! no, no, but — two thouſand Yound leuts May « 
you fay ? 


22 
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chat they . And better. 
s'death, what ſhall I do ? = but heark'e Child, 
kiſs mg red you make me Maſter of your ſelf and money, 
- tld prov may have the ſame pleaſure out of me, and 
zp your Fortune in your hands? 
y. Ihen you won't marry me ? 
*, I wou'd marry you, but 
(er's dei, O ſweet, Sir, I'm your humble Servant; 
we tuch fairly caught. Wou'd you perſuade me that 
vhat d Gentleman who cou'd bear the ſcandal of wear- 
i Livery, wou'd refuſe two thouſand Pound, let 
andition be what it wou'd? — no, no, Sir, 
e con hope you'll pardon the freedom I have taken, 
o belief it was only to inform my {elf of the reſpect that 
tht to pay you. (Going. 
ih, Fairly bit, by Jupiter — hold, hold „ and 
us SUB rou actually two thouſand pound? 
ervitudgan, Sir, I have my ſecrets as well as you 
love m@., you pleaſe to be more open, 1 ſhall be more 
ud be aflur'd that I have diſcoveries that will 
? & yours, be what they will — in the mean while 
zis'y'd that no diſcovery I make ſhall ever hurt 
 Gent'S, but beware of my Father = 
0 Tanach ah. So — we're like to have as many adventures 
arpers wr lan, as Don Ouixote had in his = let me ſee, 
va dm thouſand Pound! if the Wench wou'd pro- 
ee. E dye when the money were ſpent, I gad, one 
arty ue marry her; but the Fortune may go off in a 
0! tag or two, and the Wife may live = Lord knows 
long! Then an Inkeeper's Daughter; ay that's 
Devil — there my pride brings me off; 


love, 
And no 


minut 


cry u vat ſo er the Sages charge on Pride 
Angels fall, and twenty faults beſide , 
th I'm ſure, mong us of mortal calling, 


* 


bound es Man oft, and Woman too from falling. [ Exit. 
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Kei enen 
1 111 


SCENE, the Galkry in Lad 
Bountyful's Houſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullen, Dorinda. 


Mrs. SULLEN, 
A, ha, ha, my dear Sitter, let me embar 
thee, now ws? are friends indeed, for I fl 
have a ſecret of yours, as a pledge for mine — 905 
you'll be good for ſomething, I ſhall have you ca 
verſable in the ſubjects ot the Sex. 

Dor. But do you think that I am ſo weak asto{il 
in love with a Fellow at firſt fight ? 

Mrs. Sull. Pſhaw ! now you ſpoil all; why hou! 
not we be as free in our friendſhips as the Men?! 
warrant you the Gentleman has got to his Conkdent 
already, has avow'd his paſſion, toaſted your heal, 
call'd you ten thouſand Angels: has run over you 
lips, eyes, neck, ſhape, air and every thing, in 


deſcription that warms their mirth to a ſecond enjoy. F 


ment 

Dor. Your hand, Siſter, I an't well. 

Mrs. Sull. So, — ſhe's breeding already— come 
child up with it — hem a little — fo — no tl 
me, don't you like the Gentleman that we faw ! 
Church juſt now? 8 

Dor. The Man's well enough. 

Mrs. Sull. Well enough! is he not a Demi-Goda 
Narciſſus, a Star, the Man i'the Moon ? 

Dor. O Siſter, I'm extreamly ill. 

Mrs. Sull. Shall I ſend to your Mother, Child, fr 

1 


14 


11 


of her cepha 
et? or ſha 
a01ng tor vou 
come your felt 


IH; ſawe him 


u. I ſaw him 
te methoug ht lil 
Ws Sull, Well! 
d No forward 
off, no ſtudy'c 
ate did it all 
Urs. Sull Better 
„ But then | 
95 
rs, Sull, Yes , 
ut of his eyes? 
dr, Sprightly , 

„ but never ga 
[then his looks 
they aim'd to 
tx my feet, 


In. Sull. The p 
jour ſelf now 
I, Hem ! mu 
our Mercur, 


Ul Scrub, what | 
bub. Madam, 
1 

d Open it qu 
ioyb, In the fart 
L was: they tol. 
«d what the ( 
V, that they nc 


177 


E 


of her cephalick plaiſter to put to the ſoals of 
er or ſhall I ſend to the Gentleman for 
ling for you? — Come, unlace your ſtays , 
come your ſelf — the Man is perfectly a pretty 
Sv; Ia him when he firſt came into the Church. 
u. I faw him too, Siſter, and with an air that 
e methought like rays about his perſon. 
In sull. Well faid, up with it. 
No forward coquett behaviour, no airs to ſet 
of, no ſtudy'd looks nor artful poſture, — but 
aue did it all 
irs, Sull Better and better — one touch more 


— — 


bur Dy. But then his looks — did you obſerve his 
95 
now ls. Sall. Yes , yes, I did — bis eyes, well, 
con. I of his eyes? 
dy, Sprightly, but not wandring; they ſeem'd to 
ofa r, but never gaz d on any thing but meꝛ⁊-p 
[then his looks fo humble were, and yet ſo noble, 
ul they aim'd to tell me, that he cou d with pride 
nn my fect , tho' he ſcorn'd ſlavery any where 
dent 
alt, J's. Sull. The phyſick works purely=—— How d'ye 
yourÞ your ſelf now, my dear? 
in: Du. Hem ! much better, my dear 
joy. $a our Mercury. 


O here 


| Enter Scrub. 


l Fil Scrub, what news of the Gentleman? 

bub. Madam, I have brought you a packet of 

4 | 

I. Open it quickly, come. 

ub, In the firſt place I enquir'd who the Gentle- 

: was: they told me he was a Stranger. Secondly, 

«0 what the Gentleman was, they anſwer'd and 

tat they never ſaw him before. Thirdly , I 
| enquir'd 
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enquir'd what Countryman he was, they phy You mult 
twas more than they knew. Fourthly, I dem n, and invi! 
whence he came, their anſwer was they cou ge, becaule 
tell. And fifthly, 1 a5k'd whither he vent; andihy wb Ves. Mac 
reply'd they knew nothing ot the matter Se. O bra 
this is all 1 cou'd learn, and the Mat! 
Mrs. Sull. But what do the people ſay, can't thin the world; 
elo? to Church, 1 
Scrub. Why ſome think he's a Spy, ſome md: with his {cor 
he's a Mountebank ; ſome fay one thing, ſome adh - ſo we drop 
but for my own part, I believe he's a Jeſuit. e queſtions our 
Dor. A Jeſuit! why a Jeſuit? ringer is com 
Scruß. Becauſe he keeps his horſes always reiß the Butler in 
ſadled, and his Footman talks French. do us the fave 
Mrs. Sull. His Footman! pub, Oh ! Ma 
Scrub. Ay , he and the Count's Footman we your Ladyſhi 
jabbering French like two intreaguing Ducks in 
mill pond; and I believe they talk'd of me, fort: 
laugh'd conſumedly. 
Dor. What ſort of livery has the Footman? {;, Ladies, Din 
Scrub. Livery ! Lord, Madam, I took him forſÞhy. Scrub, We? 
Captain, he's ſo bedizen'd with lace; and then Fader'd you, 
has tops to his ſhoes , up to his mid. leg, a fi. I ſhall. 
headed Cane dangling at his nuckles, — he car | 
his hands in his pockets juſt fo— [Walks in the fr 
air] and has a fine long perriwig ty'd up in a big 
Lord, Madam , he's clear another ſoit of! 


SCEN 


than TI. Enter 

Mrs. Sull. That may eafily be — but what f. 
we do now, Siſter? 

Dor. I have it — This Fellow has a world her), Jom, 1 
ſimplicity, and ſome cunning; the firſt hides the Aim: A m1 
ter by abundance — Scrub! n diſcern a Sw 

Scrub. Madam. Lob. Well, but 

Dor We have a great mind to know who l Aimwel!! ca 
Gentleman is, only for our ſatisfaction. In romance c: 

Scrub Yes, Madam, it would be a ſatisfadioa . O Archer, 
no doubt. uk'd like Cere: 


Dit 


STRATAGEM. 33 


why. You muſt go and get acquainted with his 

nenen, and invite him hither to drink a bottle of 

Id n& Alc , becauſe you're Butler to-day. 

adh n Yes, Madam, 1 am Butlerevery Sunday. 

-u Sul, O brave, Siſter, O my conſcience you 
Hand the Mathematicks already — ?tis the belt 

't Mn the world; your Mother, you know, will be 
to Church, my Spouie will be got to the Ale- 

gu with his ſcoundreis, and the Houle will be our 

not; ſo we drop in by accident and ask the fellow 
: queſtions our ſelves In the Countrey you know 
ranger is company, and were glad to rake up 

steif the Butler in a Country-dance , and happy it 
do us the favour, 
ub. Oh ! Madam, you wrong me, I never 

1 wed your Lady ſhip the favour in my life. 

$ in 

or th Enter Gipſey. 


% Ladies, Dinner's upon table. 
n forfÞdy. Scrub. We'll excuſe your waiting == Go where 
hen Forder'd you, 
| Gifs. I ſhall. | [Exeunt. 


Ca 
b SCENE changes to the Inn, 


G Enter Aimwell and Archer. 
If 


ARCHER. 

Ell, Tom, I find you're a marksman. 

Aim, A marksman! who ſo blind cou'd be, 
= difcern a Swan among the Ravens? 
lab. Well, but heark'ce, Aimwell. 
in Aimwel | call me Oroondates , Ceſario, Amadis, 
ut romance can in a Lover paint, and then I'll 
*r. O Archer, I read her thouſands in her looks; 
ed like Ceres in her harveſt, corn, wine and oil, 
C milk 


rid 
he |; 
* 


0 


100 


— 
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milk and honey, gardens, groves and purling fire, d will get in' 


play'd on her plenteous face. mother Lac 

Arch. Her face! her pocket, you mean; the con. Yes, fait! 
wine and oil lies there, In ſhort, the has ten thouſud Jv. 1 am in 1 
Pound, that's the Engliſh on't. an. Can't you 

Aim. ler eyes— time. 

Arch. Are demi-csnnons to be ſure, fo I wont lun eb. No, no, 
their battery [GeingF's ingrols'd to 

Aim. Pray excuſe me, my paſſion muſt have ven you to keep 

Arch. Paſſion ! what a plague, d'ee think theſo row tall foul of m 
mantik airs will do our buſineſs? Were my tempeom — What! 
as extravagant as yours, my adventures have ſomeſde 1 am upon 
thing more romantick by half. 

Aim Your adventures! 

Arch, Yes, The Nymph that with her twice t 

lundred pounds, am. Well, we 

With brazen engine hot, and quoif clear ſtarch d,. Þ tolerable com 
Can fire the Gueſt in warming of the Bed ung alone. 
There's a touch of ſublime Milton for you, and n Ves, Sir 
ſubject but an Inn. keepers Daughter. 1 can play wilhng is, that ar: 
a Girl as an Angler do's with his Fiſh; he keeps it att 
end of his line, runs it up the ſtream, and do 


aim Gentleme 


e; will you 
the ſtream, till at laſt he brings it to hand, tickl&te!l him 1 ſhou 
the Trout, and ſo whips it into his basket. On. Who {hall 

am. Aa! that 
Enter Bonniface. 2 only a Travel| 
us company, 


Bon. Mr. Martin, as the ſaying is— yonder' 
honeſt Fellow below, my Lady Bowntifu!'s Butler 
who begs the honour that you wou'd go home w! 
him and ſee his cellar. 

Arch Do my baiſemains to the Gentleman, 
tell him I will do my ſelf the honour to wait on hid 4,4, S'death! 


kn I obey y 


immediately, [Exit bot your {elf ? 
Aim. What do 1 hear? Soft Orpheus play, and lf im. My Broth 
Toftida ling? thing elie , 


Arch. Pſhaw | damn your raptures ; I tell J bout — you 
here's a pump going to be put into the Vele!, %. Ay, ay. 
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dip will get into Harbour, my life on't. You fay 
Lau another Lady very handſome there? 
orn. Yes, faith. 
and ech. 1 am in love with her already. 
. Can't you give me a Eill upon Cherry in the 
1 1Mme, 
dan ch. No, no, Friend, all her corn, wine and 
Geng ingrols'd to my market» And once more I 
ven you to keep your anchorage clear of mine, for 
ſo lava fall foul of me, by this light you ſhall go to the 
empefſfiiom— W hat! make prize of my little Frigat, 
ſomeſſae l am upon the cruile for you. Exit. 


Enter Bonniface. 


Am. Well, well, I won't= Landlord , have you 

; tolerable company in the houſe; I don't care for 

ung alone. 

ln Yes, Sir , there's a Capitain below, as the 

g is, that arrived about an hour ago. 

t uU Gentlemen of his coat are welcome every 
re; will you make him a complement from me, 

tell him 1 ſhould be glad of his company:? 

un. Who hall I tell him, Sir, wou'd —- ? 

am. Ha! that ſtroak was well thrown in — 

a only a Traveller like himſelt, and wou'd be glad 

us company, that's all. 

kn, I obey your commands, as the ſaying is. 

| | Exit. 


Enter Archer. 


irh, S'death! 1 had forgot, what Title will you 
your ſelf ? 
lim. My Brothers to be ſure; he wou'd never give me 
thing elie, ſo I'll make bold with his Honour 
bout — you know the reſt of your cue. 
if r #4. Ay, ay. | WT 
| C 2 Enter 


i 
ö 


Enter Gibbet. 


Gib. Sir, I'm yours, 


Aim. *'Tis more than 1 deſerve , Sir, for 1 dont 


know you. 


Gib. 1 don't wonder at that, Sir, for you never} 


ſaw me before, I hope. Asia 

Aim. And pray, Sir, how came I by the honour ot 
ſeeing you now? 

Gib. Sir, I ſcorn to intrude upon any Gentleman= 
but my Landlord— 

Aim. O, Sir, 1 ask your pardon, you're the Captain 
he told me of. 

Gib. At your ſervice, Sir. 

Aim. What Regiment, may I be fo bold? 

Gib. A marching Regiment, Sir, an old Corps. 

Aim. Very old, if your Coat be regimental. (4ſide. 
You have ſerv'd abroad, Sir ? 

Gib. Yes, Sir, in the Plantations; 'twas my lot to 
be ſent into the worſt ſervice. I wow'd have quitted i 
indeed, but a Man of honour, you know — Beſides 
twas for the good of my Country that I ſhou'd be 
abroad Any thing for the good of one's Country 
I'm a Roman for that. 


Aim. One of the firſt, Vil lay my life (Aſide.) You In. And pray, 


0 Sir: 


found the Weſt Indies very hot, Sir? 
Gil Ay, Sir, too hot for me. 
Aim Pray , sir, han't I ſeen your face at Wizs 
Coffee- houſe? 
Gib Yes, Sir, and at I#hire's too. 


Aim And where is your Company now, Captain? 


Gib They an't come yet. 
Aim. Why, d'ye expect em here? 
' Gib. They'll be here to-night, Sir. 
Aim. Which way do they march? 8 
Gib. Acroſs the Country— the Devils in't, # | 


han't ſaid enough to encourage him to declare _ 


1 


d he's not r 
ls your Con 
la this houſc 
„ What? ally 
© My Compan 


ive, ha. hi, hi 
s You're mer 
. AY, Sir, YC 
the world , « 
care, Sir, fo 
OO for I gel 

Three or fo 
am credib! 
won this quart 
teman of yo! 
got ſuch a way 
care for ſpeak! 


In Your cautic 


me you're no ( 
Not I Sir, ( 
ol take it it 
ut are generall: 
t gives a Man 
wers obedie 
0 farther. 


you 
„ dir, I don't 
n. Ha, ha, h 


Mr. Bonnifac 


2 


1 There's anot 
4, that hearin 
omake thethir 
What is he 
3. 4 Clergym 
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Jad he's not right, I muſt tack about. 

ls your Company to quarter in Litc/ſield ? 

la this houſe , Sir. 

What! all? 

3; My Company's but thin, ha, ha, ha; we are 
ire, ha. hi. ha 

Ss. You're merry, Sir. 

ſiat. , Ay, Sir, you muſt excuſe me, Sir, I under- 

the world , eſpecially , the art of travelling ; 

t care, Sir. for anſwering queſtions directly upon 


= for 1 generally ride with a charge about me. 
* Three or four, | believe. | (Aſide 


am credibly inform'd that there are Highway 
won this quarter; not, Sir, that I cou'd ſuſpect 
eman of your figure But truly, Sir, I 
»t ſuch a way of evaſion upon the road, that L 
4% Care for ſpeaking truth to any Man. 

"= Your caution may be neceſlary— Then I 

me you're no Captain ? 

Not I Sir, Captain is a good travelling name, 
ces}? | take it it ſtops a great many tooliſh inqui- 
bel Kare generally made about Gentlemen that tra- 
„gives a Man an air of ſomething, and makes 
Ywers obedient — And thus far 1 am a Captain 
von farther. 

+». And pray, Sir, what is your true profeſſion ? 

0 Sir: you mult excuſe me — upon my 
s Sic, I don't think it ſafe to tell you. 
n. Ha, ha, ha, upon my word I commend you. 
Mr. Bonniface , what's the news ? 


Enter Bonniface. 


g—_— 
2 
* 

r 


There's another Gentleman below , as the ſay- | 

4, that hearing you were but two, wou'd be T1! 

make the third Man if you woud give him leave. | 

but What is he? | | 
I'm A Clergyman, as the ſaving is. 

| 3 Aim. 
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Aim. : Clergyman! is he really a Clergyman? Js Ave = 
as it only his travelling name, as my Friend the Can) Lam a 80 
has it ? K N What King 

Bon O, Sir , he's a Prieſt, and Chaplain to 1% Upon my 
French Officers in Town 

Aim. ls he a French man? in Nay , Caf 

Bon. Yes, Sir, born at Bruſſels. zor, he's a oh 
Si A French- man, and a Prieſt! I won't be A O let him 
in his company , Sir; I have a valuc tor my repulÞ not eahly | 


tion, Sir. im. Come 
Aim. Nay, but Captain, ſince we are by «" Landlord, 
ſelves— Can he ſpeak Engliſh, Landlor\? e Upon the 


Bon Very well, Sir; you may know him, a f Gentleme 
ſaying is, to be a Foreigner by his accent , and that's 4 No, nof 

Aim. Then he has been in England before? un No» Doc 

Bon. Never, Sir, but he's a Maſter of langue“ Ay, 27 
as the ſaying is, he talks Latin, it do's me good 
heer him talk Latin, 

Aim. Then you underſtand Latin, Mr. Ponniſan f N 

Bon. Not I, Sir, as the ſaying is, but 0 N NF. 8 
it fo very faſt that I'm ſure it muſt be good. 

Aim. Pray deſire him to walk up. | 

Bon. Here he is, as the ſay ing is. wr Archer a; 


ne another, 


Enter Foigard. bend, Gip 10 


Foig. Save you , Gentlemens, both. 
Aim. A Frenchman! Sir, your moſt humble 
vant. 


| ill, all dall — 

Foig. Och, dear Joy , I am your moſt faithful S have that Sor 
vant, and yours alſho, Ich. No, no, 
Gib. Doctor, you talk very good Engliſh, but jc you be ſure t 
have a mighty twang of the Foreigner, nb. Pho! uf 
Foig. My Engliſh is very vel for the vords, bot Mf 
Foreigners you know cannot bring our tongues aof eh. Tis eno 
the pronunciation fo ſoon. ! Maſter is the 
Aim. A Foreigner! a down right Teague by Me Yother da 
light. (Aſide.) Were you born in France, * Srouſl y, thy 


AER Em 
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Jie. 1 was educated in France, but I was borned at 

Can ads lam a Subject of the King of Spain, Joy. 
Ys What King of Spain, Sir, ipeak? 

ww. Upon my Shoul Joy, I cannot tell you as 


lan? « 


tot 


im. Nay , Captain, that was too hard upon the 
for, he's a Stranger, 

be Gig, O let him alone, dear Joy, I am of a Nation 
i not eaſily put out of countenance. 


rep 


by = Landlord, is dinner ready ? 

In Upon the table as the ſaying is. 
n. Gentlemen pray that door 
ky. No, no fait, the Captain muſt lead. 
In No, Doctor, the Church is our guide. 
gung“ AY. 25 ſo it is 
good 


» 


E 


[Exit oremoſt. they follow. 


a EN E., changes to the Gallery in Lady 
mY Bountyful's houſe. 


2 ke and Scrub ſinging , and hugging 
ne another, Scrub with 4 e 8155 
bend, Gipſey Hifning at a diſtance. 


ble Serub. 
al, all dall — Come, my dear Boy — Let's 
have that Song once more, 
4, No, no, we ſhall diſturb the Family yo» But 
but j@ you be ſure to keep the ſecret ? 
f ub. Pho ! upon my honour, as I'm x Gentle- 
10 


a0 41d, Tis enough — You muſt know then that 
by 


* 


! Maſter is the Lord Viſcount Aimmeil; he fought 
el vother day in London, wounded his Man ſo 


bor? Fazeroufl yp, chzt he thinks fit to withdraw till he 
Fo | i 4 hears 


SER Em 


im. Come , Gentlemen, Vil end the diſpute — | 


— ——— — * _ 


— — — — — — 
— ¶F‚—— ũ — — 


| 


— 


; 
ll 
| 
1 


—_ 
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hears whether theGentleman's wounds be mortal or 14. the Cellar , 
He never was in this part of Englan before, { he $:1petticoat ; an 
choſe to retire to this place, that's all, l. Ha, ha, ha- 
Gip And that's enough for me. Ex ¶ c her vertue, 
Scrub. And where were you when your Mater Is. 1 ſhould lil 
fought? He thin beauty; 
Arch. We never know of our Maſters quarrels en, long and 
Scrub. No! if our Maſters in the Country here .d In the Cou 
ceive a Challenge, the firlt thing they do is to tell theirs iertue is loſt , 
Wives; the Wite tells the Servants, the Servants alarm Ins. Ay, cou'd 
the Tenants, and in half an hour you ſhall have the her all to my 
whole County in arms. wy, for fear ot 
Arch To hinder two Men from doing what therffker, how do y 
have no mind for — Zut if you ſhould chance whe pteiling Act? 
talk now of my buſineſs? Aab. Very ill, k 
Scrub Talk! ay, Sir, had I not learn't the kn us made for us 
of holding my tongue, 1 had never liv'd ſo long in . when ve cou 


great Family. it they refuſed 
Arch. Ay, ay, to be ſure there are ſecrets in Mu carry em b 
Families, nog, they have 


Scrub Secrets, ay; — But I'll ſay no more -A ee Juſtices. 
Come, fit down, we'll make an end ot our Tankud: Ib. And to be 
Here | ae Juſtices wo 

Arch With all my heart; who knows but younndfiap'ce. Now th 
I may come to be better acquaidted, eh Here in the houte , 
your Ladies healths; you have three, I think, andÞi Fury ——= 
to be ſure there mult be ſecrets among em. ö 

Sernb. Secrets! Ay, Friend; I wiſh 1 had a Friend- lech. And how 

Arch, Am not I your Friend? Come, you and b. Why, tl 
will be ſworn Brothers. et. 

Scrub. Shall we? ach. A Prieſt! 

Arch. From this minute — Give me a kiſk— Ane Ay, a da 
now Brother Scrub came over hit 


Scrub. And now, Brother Martin, I will tell 3 , and eat up o 
a ſecret that will make your hair ſtand on end- der his head 
You muſt know, that I am conſumedly in love. . 

Arch. That's a terrible ſecret, that's the truth ont I 4%. How cam 

Serpb. That Jade, Gipſey, that was with us Ja $a. Becauſe h 


now 


_ = 
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rn ea the Cellar , is the arranteſt Whore that ever 
o he B+ 1getticoat; and I'm dying for love of her, 
+, Ha , ha, ha— Are you in love with her per. 
Eri, c her vertue, Brother Scrub ? 
latter „el ſhould like Vertue beſt, becauſe it is more 
e than beauty; for Vertue holds good with ſome 
en, long and many a day after they have loſt it. 
re N. I In the Country, 1 grant ye, where no Wo- 
theirs ertue is loſt, till a laltard be found. 
darm ob. Ay, cou'd 1 bring her to a Baſtard, I ſhou'd 
e thefſe her all to my ſelf; but I dare not put it upon 
ay, for fear of being {ent for a Soldier — Pray F 
ther, how do you Gentlemen in Loxdon like that 
preſſing Act? 
#4, Very ill, Brother Scrub; — * Tis the worſt that 
was made for us: Formerly I remember the good 
, when we cou'd dun our Maſters for our wages, 
t i they retuſcd to pay us, we cou'd have War- 
to carry em before a uſtice; but now if we talk 
ang, they have a Warrant for us, and carry us be- 
mee juſtices. 
ub. And to be ſure we go, it we talk ot eating; 
de juſtices won't give their on Servants a bad 
pe. Now this is my misfortune— I dare not 
in the houſe , while that jade Gipſey dings about 
a Fury——— Once | had the better end of the 


th 
Ce tc 


Knack 
in 


in 


Ire 
card: 


Mu and 
lere! 


, and 


ad- Lach. And how comes the change now? 

inden. Why, the Mother of all this miſchicf is a 
rt, 
#<, A Prieſt! 

Ang Ay, a damn'd Son of a Whore of Babylon, 
came over hither to fay grace to the French Offi- 

| 700 $6, and eat up our provitions— , J here's not a day 


4— 4 over his head without dinner or ſupper in this 
IS 2 x 


ont ¶ 4. How came he ſo familiar in the family? 


5 jak N i. Becauſe he ſpeaks English as if he had liv'd 
now & 5 here 
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here all his life; and tells lies as if he had been . . 


Traveller from his cradle. 

Arch. And this Prieſt, I'm afraid has converted: 
aſfections of your Gipſey. 

Scrub. Converted ! ay , and perverted, my 
Friend: For I'm atraid he has made her a What. &!!. So do 
and a Papiſt Bur this is not all, theres .. ©... 
French Count and Mrs. Sullen, they're in the cot 
deracy , and tor ſome private ends of their own 
be ſure. N 

Arch. A very hopeful Family yours, Brother $, 
I ſuppoſe the Maiden Lady has her Lover too? 

Scrub. Not that I know ;= She's the beſt on 
that's the truth on't: But they take care to prey 
my curioſity , by giving me 10 much buſineſs, t 
I'm a perfect Slave What d'ye think is wy pl 
in this Family? 

Arch. Butler, I ſuppoſe. 

Scrub. Ah, Lord help you Þ'll tell you 
a Munday, I drive the Coach; of a Taeſday, Ie 
the — on 2 I follow the Hounds ary 
Thurſday, I dun the Tenants; on Fryday , Igo. 

— 5 on Saturday, I draw e. ink Le) 
1 draw beer 

Arch. Ha, ha, ha! if variety be a pleaſure in | 
you have enough on't , my dear Brother— But w 
Ladies are thoſe ? 

Scrub. Ours, ours; that upon the right hand is! 
Sullen, and the other is Mrs. Dorinda — Don'tmi 
em, fit ſtill, Man 


o matter 
open his b 
n People m-: 
r Servants; 1 
V. 


*: Come this 
ntly. 

walk a turn to 
dullen drops 2 
"es it Her. 

4, Corn, win 
ſite has the gre 
be my choice 
Your Lady ſhip 
Is. Sull O, Sir 
the Fellow has 
„ Bow ! why 
» down from 
ers, and Cari 


better than © 
Imroduce me. 
bb, Ladies, t 
that you ſee 
from Londen 
de might ſhow 
enives, 

k, And I hope 
inch, O yes, 
Wp's liquor i 
n of your hu 
Ir. Sul. What 
beh. No, Mac 
de Wine and w 
ad aremedy 5 
nb. O la, C 


— ä —— 


Eater Mrs. Sullen, and Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sull. I have heard my Brother talk of my le 
Aimwell ; but they fay that his Brother is the h 
Gentleman. 

Dor. That's impoſſible, Siſter. | 

Mrs. Sul. R's vaſtly rich, but very cloſe, tir) 4 


(ii 
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bern, No matter for that: if 1 can creep into his 
l open his breaſt, I warrant him. I have heard 
ed of in People may be gueſs'd at by the behaviour 
r Servants; I cou'd wiſh we might talk to that 

5. —_, 

+ 5, So do I; for, I think he's a very pretty 

. Come this way, I'll throw out a lure for him 
county 

wal a turn towards the oppoſite ſide of the Stage , 

zullen drops her glove, Archer runs , takes it up, 

woes it Her. 

#þ, Corn, wine, and oil, indeed But, I think, 

ite has the greateſt plenty of fleſh and blood; ſhe 

be my choice — Ah, a, ſay you ſo Madam 

Your Lady ſhip's glove. 

In. Sull O, Sir, 1 thank you what a handſom 

the Fellow has? 

„ Bowe ! why I have known ſeveral Footmen 

down from London, ict up here for Dancing- 

rs, and carry off rhe beſt Fortunes in the 

wry. 

I. (Aſide.) That project, for ought I know, had 

better than ours. Brother Scrub— Why dont 

, wroduce me. 

in Menz. Ladies, this is the ſtrange Gentleman's Ser- 

ut At. that you ſee at Church to-day; I underſtood he 

from Londen, and ſo invited him to the Cellar, 

e might ſhow me the neweſt flouriſh in whetting 

mives, 

. And I hope you have made much of him? 

ith, O yes, Madam, but the ſtrength of your 

Whips liquor is a little too potent for the conſti- 

of your humble Servant. 

Ys. ul, What, then you don't uſually drink Ale? 

beh. No, Madam, my conſtant drink is Tea, or 

de Wine and water; tis preſcrib'd me by the Phyfi- 

7 or aremedy againſt the ſpleen. 

49%. O ha, Oi! 2 Footman have the 
11 Mrs. 


is! 
en 


bey 


(11s 
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Mrs. Sull. 1 thought that diſtem per had been on 
proper to people of quality. 

Arch Madam, like all other faſhions, it wer oy 
and ſo deſcends to their Servants; tho in a great mag 
of us, | believe it proceeds frum ſome melancholl 
puticles in the blood, occaſion'd by the ſtagnation 
wages. 

Dor. How affectedly the Fellow talks How lon 
pray, have you ſerv'd your preſent Malter ? 

Arch. Not long; my lite has been moſtly ſpent 1 
the {ervice of the Ladies. 

; Mrs. Sall. And pray, which ſervice do you lik 
Alt? 

Arch. Madam, the Ladies pay beſt; the honour « 
ſerving them is ſufficient wages. There is a chum i 
their looks that delivers a pleaſure with their command 
aud gives our duty the wings of inclination. 

Mrs. Sull. That flight was above the pitch of 
Livery, And, Sir, wou d not you be fatisficd to len 
a Lady again ? | 

Arch. As a Groom of the chamber, Madam, bu 
not as a Footman. | 

Mrs. Sull I ſuppoſe you ſerv'd as Footman betore! 

Arch. For that reaſon 1 wou'd not ſerve in that pd 
again; for ray memory is too weak for the load of meſſi 
ges hat the Ladies lay upon their Servants in Lond 
My Lady Howd'ye the laſt Miſtreſs 1 ſerv'd , calld mg 
up one morning, and told me, Martin, go to m 
Lady Allzight with my humble ſervice; tell her I 
to wait on her Ladyſhip yeſterday, and left word win 
Mrs Rebecca, that the preliminaries of the afflit ſte 
knows of, are ſtopt till we know the concurrenceo! 
the perſon that I know of, for which there ate circum. 


ſtauces wanting which we ſhall accommodate at t 


old place; but that in the mean time there 15a Per- 
{on about her Ladyſhip, that from ſeveral hints and 
ſurmiſes, was acceſſary at a certain time to the dis- 


„ 


we are of me 

all. \ Ha, | 
Sir? 

hy, | han 


e was about 


glace two iy lla 
capable 


„ The picaſant: 
nend, it your g 
fil ſerve a L. ad) 


„ No, Mada 


,mzrry'd Famil 


litreis are alw: 
pleaſe both. 
„ There's a n 
urry'd, I find. 
x Full. But 1 
&rvices , you | 
. 
©, | don't kr 
nancy ofler'd | 
bread 3 Mada 
b. Madam, hi 
ty well here 
hy, I'm no 
„. Does he > P 
9 
Are you fe 
„ O le! he 
u Sull, K Tri. 
'm aſham 
de you comn 
Si. 


| 4 nifing Seng 
um with a T 


appointments that naturally attend things, my her 
| oW- 
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ze are of more importance — 8 
en oa ©} i Ha, ha, ha ! where are you going , 1 
Sir? wy 


Ars 01 

N man 
ncholl 
ation ( 


Thy, I han't half done —— The whole 
Te was about half an hour long; fo I hapned 
dee two iy llables, and was turn'd off, and ren- 
naps ble — 

The pleaſanteſt Fellow , Siſter, I ever faw— 
tend, if your Maſter be marry'd, — I pretume 1 
peut fil ſerve a Lady. 

„ No , Madam , I take care never to come 
,mzrry'd Family; the commands of the Maſter ll 
lireis are always ſo contrary, that 'tis impoſli- l 
pleaſe both. 

There's a main point gain'd— My Lord is 
Id, 1 find. [ fade. 

«. dull. But I wonder, Friend, that in ſo many | 
&rvices, you had not a better proviſion made e 
. 

. | don't know how , Madam — I had a 
nancy ofler'd me three or or four times: but that 
bread, Madam — I live much better as do 
„ Madam, he ſings rarely— I was thought to 
ty well here in the Country till he came; but 
iGy, Pin nothing to my Brother Martin. 

„ Does he? Pray, Sir, will you oblige us with 


v long 


ou lik 


n, bu 


fore? 
FU pot 
meth 


Lond * 
10 men - | 
to n Are you for paſſion , or humour? 

In © le ! he has the pureſt Balla about a | 
with 15 


— 


ir ſte I. dull. A Trifle! pray, let's have it. 

nceof f I'm aſham'd to offer you a trifle, Madam : 
cum. Ne you command me 
at the [ Sings to the Tune of Sir Simon the King. 
Per- | 

| and I © irifling Song yon ſhall hear. | 
dis- wm with a Trifle and ended, &c. Wl 
o her | 
or- Mr. | | 
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Mrs. Sull. Very well, Sir, we're obliged to yous 
Something for a pair of gloves. [Offerine him 1 En 
Arch. \ humbly beg leave to be exculed: My Maj 
Madam, pays me; nor dare I take moneyt-om A Vhat finging 1 
archer hand without injuring hi; honour, and dilobeyig Sell. The ſingi 
his commands, Ad eof it all da 
Dor This is ſurpriſing: Did you ever ſee ſo p You're impertir 


ITT A 


a well-bred Fellow ? ; Sull, I was cv 
Mrs Szll, The Devil take him for wearing (jou. 
Livery, One fleſh ! rat! 


Dor | fancy, Siſter he may be ſome Gentlemyether. 
a Friend of my Lords, that his Lordſhip has pitch $4ll. Or rather 
upon for his courage, fidelity, and dilcretion rob. 
him company in this dreſs; aud who, ten to one So, this is fine 


his Second too. Yes, my Wife 
Mrs. Sull. it is ſo, it muſt be fo, and it ſball N full. And my 
{o ;— For I like him. uffer 
Dor. What! better than the Count? &. Sdeath , why 


Mrs. sull. The Count happen'd to be the u dull. S'death , 
agreeable Man upon the place; and ſo I choſe ha Do you talk to 
ſerve me in my deſign upon my Husband— But | ſhofſs Sull. Do you t! 
like this Fellow better in a deſign upon my ſelf, N Siſter, hceark'y 

Dor. But now, Siſter, {or an interview with be late. 

Lord, and this Gentleman; how ſhall we bring u Sail. What di 
about? „ That he wou' 

Mrs. Sull Patience! you Country Ladies ge gde Cloſet, and 
quarter, if once you be enter'd— Wou'd you er you once mor 
vent their deſires, and give the Fellows no will for, as told you 
time== Look ye, Dorinda, if my Lord Awieineſs, you may 
loves you, or deſerves you, he'll find a way 9 Winows how how 
you , and there we muſt leave it— My baba Sul. I'm pro: 
comes now upon the tapis— Have you ptepar d jd But here comes 
Brother ? | 

Dor. Yes, yes. 

Mrs. Sull And how did he reliſh it? I 

Dor. He ſaid little, mumbled ſomething to © 
ſelf , promis d to be guided by me: But hem Nu wonder, A 
comes | ; uch this afternoo! 


Ente 
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Euter Sullen, 


What ſinging was that I heard juſt now? 

wit 5#ll. The ſinging in your head, my dear, you 

ad of it all day. 

iQ. You're impertinent. | 
bull. I was ever ſo, ſince I became one fleſl; 

+ WP 

One fleſh ! rather two carcaſſes join'd unnatu- 

mY ether. 

dull. Or rather a living Soul coupled to a dead 


o, this is fine encovragement for me, 
Yes, my Wife ſhews you what you mult do, 
llSh Sul. Aud my Husband ſhews you what you 
uffer 
death, why can't you be ſilent ? 
null. S'death , why can't you talk? 
ini Do you talk to any purpoſe ? 
all. Do you think ta any purpoſe ? 
iger, heark'ye; (1#%i/pers ) I ſhan't be home 
| tk be late. | [ Exit. 
7 Wh. $1, What did he whiſper to ye? 
That he wou'd go round the back way, come 
e ne Cloſer, and liſten as l directed him But let 
| 2 you once more, dear Siſter, to drop this pro- 
bu for, as I told you before, inſtead of awaking him 
ineſs, you may provoke him toa rage; and then 
0 Wimows how how far his brutality may carry him? 
nr, dull. I'm provided to receive him, I warrant 
i but here comes the Count, vaniſh. 
Exit Dorinda 


Enter Count Rellair. 


{you wonder, Monſfeur le Count , that I was not 
, uch this afternoon ? 


Count. 
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Count I more wonder, Madam, dat you po dd 
at all, or how you dare to lift thoſe eyes to Hed 
that are guilty ot ſo much killing. 

Mrs. Sull. If Heaven, Sir, has given to my e 
with the power of killing, the virtue of making a cy 
I hope the one may atone tor the other. 

Co. O largely, Madam; wou'd your Ladyſhip 
ready to apply the remedy as to give the wound ( 
fider , Madam, 1 am dovl1y a Priſoner; firſt to 
Arms ot your General, then to your more conquer 
eyes. My firit chains are caſy, there a Kauft 
may redeem me; but from your fetters I never þ 
get free, 

Mrs. Sull. Alaſs, Sir, why ſhou'd you compli 
me of your captivity, who am in chains my felt? y 
know , Sir, that | am bound. nay, mult be tied 
in that particular that might give you eaſe: Tamli 
you, a Priſoner of War Of War indeed I have gi 
my Parole of honour; wou'd you break yours tog 
your liberty? 

Co. Moſt certainly 1 wou'd, were I a Priſoner ame 
the Turks; dis is your caſe; you're a Slave, Madan 
Slave to the worſt of Turks, a Husband. 

Mrs. Sul There lies my foible, I confeſs; no Fo 
fications , no courage, conduct, nor Vigilancy c 
pretend to defend a place, where the eruelty of 
Governour forces the Garriſon to mutiny. 

Co. And where de Eeſieger is reſolv'd to die befe 
de Place Here will I fix {Kneels ) With tears, voi 
and prayers aſſault your heart, and never riſe till yt 
ſurrender; or if I muſt ſtorm Love and St. Michal 
And fo Ibegin the attack — | 

Mrs. Sull. Stand off— Sure he hears me not 
And I cou'd almoſt wiſh he = did not --- be fe 
low makes love very prettily. - (Aſide.) But, vr 
why ſhou'd you put ſuch a value upon my period 


when you ſee it deſpis'd by one that knows it io mud 
better ? ” 


STR 


N He knows it 
the value of the 
wear it next 
ms. 

Sull. But ſinc 


Lat nd one th: 


id takes you u 


Enter Sulle 


i, Hold, Villair 
I's. Sull. Proſenti? 
ul. What! murt 
eg? 
Is. Sull. Bully! 
long {words , t 
ner you know 
repar d this to 
on were, to p 
us other Geatler 
unt. O Madam, 
'piltol, they nevre 
il, What? court 
s, Sull Pray, B 
ot a minute, 
Jo give you 
* Sull. I need r 
. No, for I he: 
ant. Ay! and be 


. Full. Then J 


of your own b 
a Barbarity ! o 
y? do I ever 
in, Sul! No. 

» As for you, 


1 


e 


Ihe knows it not , tho” he poſſeſſes it; if he but 

be value of the jewel he is maſter of, he wou'd 

4 wear it next his heart, and ſleep with it in 
ms. 

. Sull. But ſince he throws me unregarded from 
uit. nd one that knows your value well, comes 
nd takes you up, is it not juſtice? 


[Goes to lay hold on her. 


* 


Enter Sullen with his ſword drawn, 


Hold, Villain , hold. 
Is, Sull. Preſenting à Piſtol. ] Do you hold. 
ul. What! murther your Husband , to defend your 
77 
Is. Sull. Bully! for ſhame , Mr. Sullen; Bullies 
long ſwords, the Gentleman has none, he's 2 
„er you know— I was aware of your outrage, 
wrepar'd this to receive your violence; and, if 
in were, to preſerve my {elf againſt the force 
ws other Gentleman. 
wt. O Madam, your eyes be betre fire arms dan 
ono, they nevre mils. 
al. What? court my Wife to my face! 
Sul Pray, Mr. Sulleu, put up; ſuſpend your 

ot a minute, 

en To give you time to invent an excuſe? 
on Sul. I need none. 
No, for I heard every ſillable of your diſcourſe. 
-. Ay! and begar , I tink de dialogue was vera 


dull. Then I ſuppoſe, Sir, you heard ſome- 

of your own barbarity ? 

« Barbarity ! oons what does the Woman call 

ay? do I ever meddle with you? 

is, Sull No. 

I». 4s for you, Sir, I ſhall take another time: 
| ; WW Count» 
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Count. Ah, begar, and ſo muſt l. 
sul! Look'e, Madam, don't think that my ang } 
roceeds from any concern 1 have for your Honour 
bat for my own; and if you can contrive any wiyeffy;; 541! Nay, 1 
being a Whore without making me a Cuckold, dj 
and welcome 


nt. Angry! Fa 


: , and addreſſes t 
Mrs Sull Sir , I thank you kindly , you won oli ano, pe 


allow me the ſin but rob me of the pleature= Nt — 
no, I'm refolv'd never to venture upon the crinlfſy;; g, There 
without the ſatisfaction of ſeeing you puniſh'd for! 
Sull. Then will you grant me this, my Dear? 
any body elſe do you the tavour but that French m 
for I mortally hate his whole generation. [Ex 
Count Ah, Sir, that be ungrateful, for beg, 
love ſome of yours Madam [ Approaching her. 
Mrs, Sull. No, Sir— 
Count. No, Sir, = Garzoon , Madam, Iamr 
your Husband ; r lends no evil 
Mrs Sall. 'Tis time to undeceive you, Sir, wing under a yok 
believ'd your addreſſes to me were no more than , ruin, and my; 
amuſement , and 1 hope you will think the fame r 
my complaiſance: and to convince you that you oog, gut how can + 
you mult know, that I brought you hither on N & don't come 
make you inſtrumental in ſetting me right with Ae 
Husband , for he was planted to liſten by my, em Law! 


: Reſentment wi 
ger in a fong , = 
n have heard t 
dr. And I] bring 
n Sull. But In 
diſter. 

Ar. I own it- | 
Ms. Sull Patience 


pointment. : r aby ſs of Nature 
Count. By your appointment? 20untable diſaffe- 
Mrs. Sull. Certainly. ip the endleſs 


Count. And fo, Madam, while I wis telling weg, o can 7 


ſtories to part you from your Husband, begar, IN. 
bring ing you together all the while. 

Mrs. Swll. Lask your pardon, Sir, but 1 hope l 
will give you a taſte of the vertue of the Eng 
Ladies, 

Count. Begar, Madam, your Vertue be vera gt 
but Garzoon your hopetete be vera little. 


wk. They never p! 
ut in caſe of un 
Urs Sull. Unclean 
Thent injury. 
acical hatreds b 
*, Nature is the 

persoppolite, 

7 | Dor iron manac! 
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Huter Dorinda. 


Mrs. Sull Nay, now you're angry, Sir. 


ont Angry ! Fair Dorinda (Sings Dorinda the Opera 


and addreſſes to Dorinda,] Madam, when your 
ſip want a Fool, ſend for me. Fair Dorinda. 
mo, Cc. Exit. 
irs. Sull There goes the true humour of his Na- 
; Reſentment with good manners, and the height 
ger in a long, — Well Siſter, you mult be Judge, 


n have heard the trial. 
. And I bring in my Brother guilty. 


n Sull. But 1 muſt bear the puniſhment== Tis 
diſter. 

u. | own it- but you muſt have patience. 
Irs. Sull. Patience! The cant of cuſtom = Provi- 
r ſends no evil without a remedy---- ſhou'd I lie 
wing under a yoke | can ſhake off, I were acceſſary 
ruin, and my patience were no better than ſelf- 
ter — 

Ir. But how can you ſhake off the yoke ? --- Your 
uns don't come within the reach of the law tor a 


re 
rs, Sull. Law ! What law can ſearch into the re- 


aby ſs of Nature? what evidence can prove the 
wuntable di ſaffections of wedlock ?--- can a Jury 
wp the endleſs averſions that are routed in our 
o can a Bench give Judgment upon antipa. 
J 


. They never pretended Siſter, they never med- 
ut in caſe of uncleannels. 

null. Uncleanneſs ! O Siſter, caſual violation 
nunſient injury, and may poſſibly be repaired; but 
acical hatreds be ever reconcil'd ?-,.- No, no, 
*, Nature is the firſt Lawgiver , and when ſhe has 
mpersoppolite, not all the golden links of wed- 
dor iron manacles of law can keep'um faſt. 
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1 


Wedlock we own ordain'd by Heavens decree, 
But ſuch as Heaven ordain'd it firſt to be; 

Concurring tempers in the Max and Wife 

As mutual helps to draw the load of lt e. 

View all the works of Providence above, 

The Stars with harmony and concord move ; 


Enter 5 


| 
| 
| 
| 


n come an't | 
' Bontiful , an't y. 


View all the works of Providence below, ya I. Sul, Well, g 
The fire the water, earth, and air, we know > I | come ſeven 
All in one plant agree to make it grow, } Fiuband's fore le 


Muſt Man the chief eſt work of Art Divine, s Sull. Your H 


Be doom d in endleſs diſcord to repine? ' Hysband / 
No, we zhou d injure Heaven by that ſurmiſe ; Ay, poor m 
om home. 


Omnipotencs is juſt, were Man but wiſe. 
8. Sull. There, 

n Well good \ 
% You mu 
and with a chop 
aud as you can, t 
deat the fleſh 

inke ſalt , pepp' 
: (weet herbs , a 
it up like braw 
tours, 

in Heavens rew 
Babies too that: 
ale ye. 

ts. Sull, Put a lit 
good Woman. ( 
ſüp's pardon fo 
bands, I have be 
N your Patients. 

» boun. Come , g 
Creature, I am: 
= What wou'd ' 
rs, Sull. She wat 


*% 24 » 2» ee 83822 ** : Doe 4 — 0 22, * 
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EP 


SCENE, The Gallery in Lai 
Bountyful's Horſe. 


Enter Mrs. Sullcn. 


Mrs SULL. 

Ere I born an humble Turk, where Wo 
W have no ſoul nor property, there ! mult ſitc 
tented- But in England, a Country whoſe No 
are it's Glory, muſt Women be abus'd ? where 
men rule, muſt Women be enflav'd? Nay , ch 
into Slavery, mock'd by a promiſe of comfort 
ſociety into a wilderneſs of {olitude---- I dur 
keep the thought about me--.- O , here 
ſomething to divert me- 


hun. What's the 
* it came firſt 
Wels in his foot, 
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. 1 


Enter & Country Nöman. 


n 


n come an't pleaſe your Ladyſhip, you're my 

' Ponteful , an't ye? 

*. Sull, Well, good Woman go on. 

I | come ſeventeen long mail to have a cure for 

gusband's ſore leg 

« Sull. Your Husband ! What Woman, cure 

| Husband ? | 

„ Ay, poor man, for his fore leg won't let him 

om home. 

n. Sull, There, I confeſs, you have given mea 

n Well good Woman, 1'l! tell you what you 

% — You muſt lay your Husbands leg upon a 

and witha choping knife, you mult lay it open 

ad as you can, then you muſt take out the bone, 

deat the fleſh ſoundly with a rowling-piu ; 

uke ſalt , pepper, cloves, mace and ginger, 

: {weet herbs , and ſeaſon it very well, then 

it up like brawn, and put it into the oven for 

Durs. 

n Heavens reward your Lady ſhip— I have two 

: bibies too that are pitious bad with the graips, 

eaſe ye. 

„ Sull, Put a little pepper and ſalt in their Bel- 

2004 Woman. (Euter Lady Bountiful.) I beg your 
5 pardon for taking your buline!s out of 

lands; have been tampering here a little with 

ot your Patients. 

- boun. Come, good Woman, don't mind this 

(Creature, I am the perſon that you want , I ſup- 

= What wou'd you have, Woman? 

is. Sul. She wants ſomething for her Husband's 


eg. 


— 


bun. What's the matter with his leg, Goody? 
n It came firſt as one might ſay with a ſort of 
Welsin his foot, then he had a kind of laſineſs in 
D 3 his 
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his joints, and then his leg broke out, and then 4 


STR 


Ywell'd, and then it clos'd again, and then it bro, Enter Dor 

out again, and then it teſtcr'd, and then it grew beter; 

and then it grew worle again. % News, dear 
Mrs. Sull. ha, ha, ha. | 


L. Bon, How can you be merry with the mise Enter 
tunes of other people ? 

Mrs sull Becauſc my own make me fad, Madandodh, Where, wh 

L. Boun. The worſt reaſon in the world, Daughteſþh isthe old Lady 
your owa misfortunes ſhou'd teach you to pi bum. 3 am. 
others. »þ, O, Madam th 

Mrs. Sull. But the Woman's misfortunes and milneſs, benevolent 
are nothing alike; her Husband is ſick, and mine Aicher to implore 


is in health ny unfortunate 
L. Boun What! Wou'd you Wiſh your Husbagling his laſt. 
ſick? un. Your Mal 


Mrs. Sul. Not of a ſore leg, of all things, ich, At your ga 
L. Boun. Well , good Woman, go to the pantrence of your har 
get your belly full of victuals, then I'll give vou walking up the 
eceipt of diet drink for your Husband== But &$:Yard , he was 
hear Goody, you muſt not let your Husband mo know not what 


too much. M 
Wom, No, no, Madam, the poor Man's inclinlÞ, Don. Here, Se 
enough to lye ſtill. (Ex down ſtairs, p 


L. Bown, Well, Daughter Sullen, tho' you langt in quickly, qui 
have done miracles about the Country here withnſþ#, Heaven wil 
Receipts. table act. 

Mrs. Sull. Miracles, indeed, if they have cur dul. Nun. Is your! 
body ; bot, I believe, Madam, the Patient's fuflocb. O yes, Mad 
goes farther toward the miracle than your prelcriptioÞ{tave five or ſix of 

L. Poun. Fancy helps in ſome caſes, but ther- hun. What is d 
Your Husband who has as little fancy as any body, 4b. Lord, Mada 


brought him from death's door. eglect may ſave 
Mrs. Sull I ſuppoſe, Madam, you made him dia- 87, Ah, poo 
plentifully of Aſſe's milk. de way, LI fe 


3%. O Siſter my 
Furdly forbe ar r 
Eu 


STRATAGEM 35 


" K 


FOX 


Enter Dor. runs to Mrs, Sull. 


tet 
News, dear Siſter, news, news. 


for Enter Archer running. 


dam eb. Where, where is my Lady Bountiſul - Pray 
renn is the old Lady of you three? 
pig. Bowen. I am. 

. O, Madam the fame of your Ladyſhip's charity, 
vin eeſs, benevolence, skill and ability have drawn 
Aicher to implore your Ladyſhip's help, in behalt 

ny unfortunate Maſter , who is this moment 
banehing his laſt. 

un. Your Maſter! Where is he? 

lh, At your gate, Madam, drawn by the ap- 
rence of your handſome houſe to view it nearer, 
wilking up the Avenue within five paces of the 
„Tard, he was taken ill of a ſudden with a ſort 
'know not what, but down he fell, and there 
Ks 
un. Here, Scrub, Gipſey, all run, get my eaſie 
down ſtairs, put the Gentleman in it, and bring 
n quickly, quickly. 
erh. Heaven will reward your Lady ſhip for this 

able act. 

. Leun. Ils your Maſter us'd to theſe fits? 
eb. O yes, Madam, frequently — I have known 
ure five or ſix of a night. 
hun. What i; Name ? 
Jb. Lord, Madam, he's a dying, a minute's care 
nglect may ſave or deſtroy his life. 
beg. Ah, poor Gentlemant ! Come Friend ſhevy 
te way, Li fee him brought in my ſelf, 
| Exit. with Archer. 
*. O Siſter my heart flutters about ſtrangely, 1 
Furdly forbear running to his aſſiſtance. 
, D 4 Mrs, 
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Mrs. Sull. And I'll lay my life , he deſerves yo! 
aſſiſtance more than he wants it. Did not [ tell 50 
that my Lord wou'd find a way to come at you? Loe 
his diſtemper, and you muſt be the Phyſician; pute 
all your Charms, ſummon all your fire into your eye 
plant the whole artillery ot your looks againſt his brea 
and down with him. 

Dor. O Siſter , I'm but a young Gunner, I gn 
be atraid to ſhoot, for fear the piece ſhou'd recoil ar 
hurt my ſelt. 

Mrs. Sull. Never fear, you ſhall ſee me ſhoothe 
fore you, it you will, 

Dor, No, no, dear Siſter you have miſed you 
mark ſo unfortunately, that I ſhan't care for bein 
inſtructed by you. | 


Enter Aimwell in a Chair, carry'd by Archer and 
Scrub, IL. Bountiful Gipſey. Aimwel cours 
ter feiting @ ſwoon. 


L. Boun, Here, here let's ſee the hirtshorn droy 
Gipſey a glaſs of fair water, his fit's y 
ſtrong— Bleſs me, how his hands are clinch'd, 
Arch. For ſhame , Ladies, what d'ye do? Wh 
don't you help us — Pray, Madam, (To Dorinda 
take his hand & open it if you can, whilſt J hold bi 
head. Dorinda rakes his hand 
Dor. Poor Gentleman — Oh — he has got m 
hand within his, and ſqueezes it unmercifully— 


L. Boun. Tis the violence of his convullion , Child. 
Arch. O, Madam, he's perfectly poſlels'd in theief. 


caſes — he'll bite if you don't have a care. 
Dor. Oh, my hand, my hand. 
L. Born, What's the matter with thee fooliſh Gui! 


I haveg ot this hand open, you ſee, with a great del 
| Hd now I land o 


of eaſe. ; 
Arch Ay, but, Madam, your Daughter's hand i 


ſomewhat warmer than your Ladyſhip's , and] 


SLEW 


S. TX 


{it draws the 
« Full. I find , ] 
orts of fits. 
is no wond 
ih them my {el 
rignte, 

s. Sull. (Aſide.) 
70U, 

tm, is fit hole 


% Longer than 


, open his breaſt 


un. Where dic 


. To-day at Cl 
Nun. In what r 
1. Very ſtrangel) 
zuch'd with ſome 
r only felt, bu 
r pleaſure. 

Wn Wind, not 
By ſoft degre 
there his fanc 
ul, and dreſs'd 
that his tranſpo 
rught convey d 
t hte ſent all its 
xned alls its flu; 
luz. Your M1 
eto {ſmell to- ( 
er — Some fe 
y. water to rub 
Hem a little 
water, [Ai 
How d'ye, Si! 
Where am 1? 
del have paſs'd 


kiold the Godd 
ur Froſerpine 
nity, 


STRATAGEM. 37 


ids it draws the force of the ſpirits that way. 

« Sull. TI find , Friend, you're very learned in 
ve ores of fits. 

od. 'Tis no wonder, Madam, for l'm often trou- 
well ech them my ſelf; | find my (elf extreamly ill at 


ante. [ Looking hard at Ars, Soll. 
s. Sull. (Aſide.) I fancy I cou'd find a way to 
zul ou 


n bn. His fit holds him very long. 
% Longer than uſual , Madam, — Pray, young 
de, open his breaſt, and give him air. 
Mun Where did his illneſs take him firſt, pray? 
bull. To-day at Church, Madam. 
ia bun. In what manner was he taken? 
. Very ſtrangely, my Lady. He was of a ſud. 
duch d with ſomething in his eyes. which at the 
{ Fi: only felt, but cou'd not tell vrhether 't vas 
r pleaſure. 
$* Wind, nothing but wind. 
#. By ſoft degrees it grew and mounted to his 
there his fancy caught it; there form'd it fo 
ul, and dreſs'd it up in ſuch gay pleaſing co- 
that his tranſported appetite ſciz'd the fair idea, 
Maght convey'd it to his heart. That hoſpitable 
a" life ſent all its ſanguine ſpirits forth to meet, 
hifoened alls its ſluicy gates to take the Stranger in. 
dS law. Your Miſter ſhou'd never go without a 
mY to ſmell to- O He recovers The Laven- 
er = Some feathers to burn under his noi 
g. water to rub his temples— O, he comes to 
cee Hem a little, Sir, hem — Gipſey , bring the 
water, [Aimwell ſeems to awake in a maze. 
F low d'ye, Sir? 
Where am 1? [Riſeng. 
Auel have paſo d the gulph of ſilent Death, 
u now I land on the Eliſian ſhore — 
u told the Goddeſs of thoſe happy plains, 
de ur Proſerpine — Let me adore thy bright Divi- 
* nity. Ds [ Kneels 
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[Kneels to Dorinda and kiſſes her h vod manners fn 

Mrs. Sull. So, io, ſo, knew where the fit wog fit down ag 
end aind ceremonies 
Aim Euridice perhaps — How cou'd thy one t'ye— Ye 
kecp his word, can aſſure yo 
And not look back upon thee ? oft, Sir: And 

No treaſure but thy ſelf cou'd ſure have bt 


him , Somewhat bet 

To look one minute off tice, kun. Ay, ay, Pec 
L Bow . Delirious. poor Gentleman. Come Girls, 

Arch, Very delirious, Madam, very delirious. ue, 'tis but an ol. 

Aim Martin's voice, I think nter walk about 


Arch. Yes, my Lord How do's your Lordſtiſ umediately into 
L Boun I. ord! Did you mind that, Girls? pe Pictures — 1 


Aim Where am 1? 77, muſt go to 
Arch. In very good hands, Sir, — You were This way Sir. 
ken juſt now with one of your old fits, under . Ladies, ſhall 


trees juſt by this good Lady's Houſe, her Lady ſhiplJm you, for he u 
you taken in, and has miraculouſly brought you Þs all. Sir, we 
your ſelf, as you ſee— | pictures, ſo he 

Aim | am {fo confounded with ſhame, Mad kx. Dor. Mrs. Si 
that i can now only beg pardon — And reter! 
acknowlegements for your Ladyſhip's care, til Enter Foigari 
opportuvity offers of making ſome amends - 
dare be no longer troublelome--- Martin, give ir. Save you, Ma 
Guineas to the Servants. . Sir, I won't 

Dor. Sir, you may catch cold by going ſo ſoon , I abhor the Fr 
the air, you dont look, Sir, as it you were periecim a bold Briton 
recover'd. Jod to keep out | 

Here Archer talks to L. Bountiful in dum n. Maſter Scrub, 

Aim. | hat I ſhall never be, Madam; my preis, and fo I 
i lneſs is ſo rooted , that I muit expect to carry lt 
my grave. 

Mrs S ll. Don't deſpair, Sir, I have knowa fe 
ral in your di temper, ſhake it off with a fortng! 
Phyſick * 

L. Boun. Co ne Sir, your Servant has been tel“ 
me that you're apt to relapſe if you go into be 


. Good Mr. P 
ick, dir, ſhe's | 
Months 390, Sir. 


lik 


b — 


{Cl 


1KAIAGE M. 59 


vod manners fhan't get the better of ours — 
ll fit down again, Sir, — Come, Sir, ve 
and ceremonies in the Country— Here, Sir, 
ice t'ye — You ſhall taſte my Water; 'tis a 
can aſſure you, and of my own making— 
toff, Sir: And how d'ye find your felt now, 
; [Aimwel drmiks 
Some what better= tho' very faint Qill. 
Liu. Ay, ay, People are always faint after theſe 
Come Girls, you ſhall ſhew the Gentleman 
we, tis but an old family building, Sir, but you 
mer walk about and cool by degrees, than ven- 
WYamediatcly into the air — You'll find ſome 
ble Pictures — Dorinda, ſhow the Gentleman 
77, I muſt go to the poor Woman below. [ Exit. 
This way Sir. 
. Ladies, ſhall I beg leave for my Servant to 
m you, for he underſtands pictures very well? 
k, Sull, Sir, we underſtand originals, as well as 
pictures, ſo he may come along. 
r. Dor. Mrs. Sull. Aim. Arch. Aim. leads Dor. 


Enter Foigard and Scrub meeting. 


$1. Save you, Maſter Scrub 
Ju. Sir, | won't be ſav'd your way--- I hate a 
1 I abhor the French, and 1 defie the Devil - 
Ina bold Briton, and will ſpill the laſt drop of 
od to Keep out Popery and ſlavery. 

{ Maſter Scrub, you wou'd put me down in 
P, and fo I wou'd be ſpeaking with Mrs 


u. Good Mr. Prieſt, you can't ſpeak with her, 
Wick, dir, ſhe's gone abroad, Sir, ſhe's--- dead 
"S )onths ago, Sir. 


Enter 
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8 Here is twenty 
Euter Gipſey. I ill give you an 
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Gip. How now, Impud 1 brat woes” 
ip. How » Impudence : how dare you i Dit is accordi 
10 lanci!; to the Doctor? Pray, Sir, don't take it iif vive the mone 
for the common people of Exgland arc not to cit. | 
Strangcrs, as... - 

Scrub. You lie, you lie *Tis the common peop well. Doctor 
that are civilclt to Strangers. Ido with my e 
Grp. Sirrah, 1 have a good mind to Get you oF, Leave dat wi 
I ſay. und your Conſci 

Scrub. | wont 1 but ſhou'd Ip 

Grp. You won't, Sauce-box — Pray, Doctor ut, vel, is Gere : 
is the Captain's name that came to your Inn Mu, one may go 
night? "Rae if the Lac 

Scrub. The Captain! Ah, the Devil, there ſelum(,,q go to bed? 
pers me again; - The Captain has me on one fide, Vel, and 1s 
and the Prieit on other : — so between the Go 
and the Sword, I have a fine time on't= Rut, Cet 
Arma tore. (Cann 

Gip. What, Sirrah, won't you march? 

Scrub. No, my Dear, I won't march= But! 
Walk-— And I'll make bold to liſten a little too 

Goes behind the ſide Scene, and lin 

Gip. Indeed, Doctor the Count has been bard 
rouſly treated, that's the truth on't. 

Foie. Ah. Mrs Gipfey, upon my Shoul , now, Gra 
his complainings wou'd mollie the marrow in jou, come in the 
bones, and move the bowels of your commiſeratioa zu to receive 
he vecps, and he dances, and he fiſtles, and bY oaly take hold 
wears, and he laughs, and he ſtamps, and he fig fed the Count 
in concluſion, Joy, he's afflicted, & la Frangoiſe, at 
a Stranger wou'd not know whider to cry, or to licg 
with him. 5 

Gip. What wou'd you have me do, Doctor? 

Foig Noting, ,. Joy, but only hide the Count 10 
Mrs. Sullen's cloſet when it is dark. | 

Gip. Nothing! Is that nothing? it wou'd be both 

We! 


# Ay, but if th 
„ Vel den... " 
zu be after putt 
the ſhins wid 

Count to inſtruct 
well, Dog. 
inks l'm fo eal 
tre) with fo m 
i Martyr to't--- 


bub. What witc' 
Devil been a | 
6, lheardt 
om to my b 
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i(ame , Doctor. 
Here is twenty Lewidores, Toy , for your ſhame ; 
al give you an abſolution for the ſhin, 
tt wou't that money look like a bribe ? 
u Dat is according as you ſhall tauk it Tf 
it 11h eie the mo! ney beforehand , 'twill be logicè 
me; but if you ſtay till after wards: 'twill be on- 
cation, 
bop : Fell, Doctor. PI! take it log ice — But what 
[do with my Conſcience, Sir? 
„Leave dat wid me, Joy; 1 am your Prieſt, 
F your Conicienſe is under my hands, 
but ſhou'd I put the Count iato the cloſet 
wi 7 1 is dere any ſhin for a Man's being in a 
r: one may go to prayers in a cloſhet. 
Bur if the Lady ſhoud come into her Cham- 
e 10 go to bed? 
lee, vel, and is dere any ſhin in going to bed, 
03 
Ay, but if the parties ſhou'd meet, Doctor? 
a, Vel den... The parties mult be re{ponfable.-- 
ou be after putting the Count in the cloſet; and 
the ſhins wid themſelves. I will come with 
count to inſtruct you in your chamber. 
OF, Well, Doctor, your Religion is ſo pure 
inks I'm ſo caſie atter an Abſolution, and can 
frei with fo much ſecurity , that I'm reſolv'd to 
i Martyr to't--- Here's the key of the garden- 
ous, come in the back way when tis late, II 
Gait to receive you; but don't ſo much a whit 
'F, only take hold of my hand, Vil lead you, and do 
8 lead the Count, and follow me. (Ex- unt. 


up 
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Euter Scrub. 


pub. What witchcraft now have theſe two Imps ot 
Devil been a hatching here ?- - There's tweaty 
es, 1 heard that aud ſaw tie purſe; But I muſt 
om to my betters, Enter 
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dam , who d 
Enter Aimwell leading Dorinda, and making ly l A famou! 
dumb ſhow Mrs. Sull and Archer. { He 

A famous ha 

Mrs. Sull. Pray , Sir (To Archer.) how dye H are fearur'd th 
that piece? | , (hining fluic 
Arch O, tis Leda --- You find, Madam, hb: indeed has yt 


Jupiter comes diiguis'd to make love— of killing Cup 
Mrs. Sull. But what think you there of Alexa ; too are figur 
Battles ? the pouting rip 


— — 


Arch. We want only a Te Brun, Madam, to dun! 
greater Eattles, and a greater General of our own $# Sull. Had it 
The Danube, Madam wou'd make a greater ho ach a Man! 
in a picture thin the Granicas; and we have our 4 Your Breaſts 


melies to match their Arbela. Heaven! &@ pre 
Mrs. Smull. Pray , Sir, what Head is that in eis Salmoncus, 

corner there ? for offering to 
Arch. O, Madam, 't is poor Ovid in his exile, fd the Painte1 


Mrs. Sull. What was he baniſh'd for: 
Arch. His ambitious love, Madam, (bowing) | 
misfortune touches me. 
Mrs. Sull. Was he ſucceſsful in his amours? 
Arch. There he has left us in the dark... He! 
too much a Gentleman to tell. ub. | think the 
Mrs. Sull. If he were ſecret, I pity him, | can't at thi 
Arch. Aud if he were ſucceſsful, 1 envy him, 2ures of the em 
Mrs. Sull. How d'ye like that Venus over th 
Chimney ? u Sull. The De 
Arch. Venns! I proteſt, Madam, I took it for jade him an opp 
picture; but now I look again, 'tis not handlod 2 great mind 
enough. cb, What am I d 
Mrs. Sull. Oh, what charm is Plattery! if . Siſter? 
wou'd ſee my picture, there it ĩs, over that cabinet; P. Vil follow! 
How d'ye like it? | 
Arch. | mult admire any thing, Madam, that | 
the leaſt reſemblance of you... But, methinks, M 
dam... [ He leoks at the the Picture and Mrs, vu len li 
or four times, by : 


n Sull. Had my 
{employ their 
x. There's the 
wic 'tis your L. 
s. Sull, And v 


where a French 
ton ſure may 3 
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adam, who drew it? 
bull. A famous hand, Sir. 
[ Here Aimwell and Dorinda go off, 

A famous hand, Madam — Your eyes, 
/, are fearur'd there; but where's the ſparkling 
x, (bining fluid, in which they ſwim? The 
indeed has your dimples; but where's the 
of killing Cupids that ou'd ambuſh there? 
p3 too are figur d out; but where's the carnation 
the pouting ripeneſs that temps the taſte in the 
ul? 

s Sull, Had it been my lot to have match'd 
ach a Man! [ Aſide. 


„ Your Breaſts too, preſumptuous Man ! what ! 


Heaven ! 4 propos, Madam, in the very next 
is Salmoneus, that was ſtruck dead with light- 
for offering to imitate * thunder, I hope 
zrv'd the Painter ſo, Madam? 


dull. Had my eyes the power of thunder, they 
$: employ their lightning better 


ab. There's the fineſt bed in that room, Madam, 
wc 'tis your Ladyſhip's Bed-chamber. 


Full. And what then, Sir? 


, | think the Quilt is the richeſt that ever 1 

| can't at this diſtance, Madam, diſtngviſh 
2ures of the embroidery; will you give me leave, 
m 
5. dull. The Devil take his impudence — Sure 
ze him an opportunity, he durſt not offer it 
a great mind to try — (Going) ( Returns ) 
2, what am | doing? — And alone too! — 


r iter? 


#4, 1'll follow her cloſe 


” where a French man durſt attempt to ſtorm, 


ton ſure may well the wort perform. (Gris. 


Enter 


— ARS. ect ARG — —ꝛ— 
o 


— _—_—_ — — — 
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Enter Scrub. Þ You have tc 


Scrub. Martin, Brother Martin. Told! no. 
Arch. () , Brother Scrub, I beg your pardon never to ſpe 
was not 4 going; here's a Guinea, my Maſter ori" peace. 
ou. + You're i'th r 
Scrub. A Guine1, hi, hi, hi, a Guinea ! eh. foot between 
this light it is a Guinea; but I ſuppoſe you expect elt and the Ch: 
and twenty ſhillings in change. — it ſhall go 
Arch. Not at all; I have another for Gitſey in the Treaty — 
Scrub. A Guinea for her! Faggot and fire tor $9 tle and Gip/ 
Witch Sir, give me that Guinea, ud marmalade 
diſcover a Plot. (From without 
Arch, A Plot! come, Sir, 
Scrub. Ay, Sir a Plot, and a horrid plot... pi But you tors 
it mult be a Plot becauſe there's a Woman int; 
condly, it muſt be a Plot becauſe there's a Prieſtit 
thirdly , it muſt be a Plot becauſe there's F 


Here, I give 
U. And I take it 


gold in't; and fourthly, it muſt be a Plot, becau$!!! ſpoil your plo 
dont know what to make on't, {et the Captain 
Arch. Nor any body elſe, I'm afraid, Bra me off. 


Scrub. 
Scrub Truly I'm afraid fo too; for where the 
a Prieſt and a Woman, there's always a myſteryn 
Riddle — This | know, that here has been the Dos 
with a temptation in one hand , and an Abſolut and well, Sit 
in the other; and Gipſey has ſold her ſelf to the I ul What's be 
vil; I ſaw the price paid down, my Eyes ſlull What's become 
their oath on't, ul Servant! 
Arch. And is all this buſtle about Gifſey ? xntleman by fit 
Scrub. That's not all; I cou'd hear but a word h O' my conſcic 
and there; but I remember they mention'd a Cou dow at the Gal 
a Cloſet, a back door and a key, hall. O'my cc 
Arch, The Count! did you hear nothing of MF dat a Friend of y 
Sullen ? Lou deſir'd n 
Scrub. 1 did hear ſome word that ſounded that wij®'grels'd the be 
but whether it was allen or Dorizda , I coud 1. l. Thou de 
diſtinguiſh, Au el mean? you 


Enter Mrs, Sull 


i Sull. Well, Si 


il 
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You have told this matter to no body , 


4 Told ! no, Sir, I thank you for that; I'm 
{ never to ſpeak one word pro nor con, till 


on 
rd fe 4 — 
{ You're i'th right, Brother Scrub; here's a 
. foot between the Count and the Lady — 
A Net and the Chamber-maid are the Plenipoten= 


— it ſhali go hard but I find a way to be in- 
a the Treaty — Where's the Doctor now ? 
| He and Gipſey are this moment devouring 
ys marmalade in the cloſet, 

. (From without.) Martin, Martin. 
l come, Sir, I come. 
di But you for get the other Guinea, Brother 


tu Here, I give it with all my heart. Exit. 

A And I take it with all my Soul. 

ſpoil your plotting , Mrs. Gipſey ; and if you 
et the Captain upon me, theſe two Guineas 

me off. [ Exit, 


the) Enter Mrs, Sullen and Dorinda meeting. 


WF 5ull. Well, Siſter. 
lo \nd well, Silter. 
eu What's become of my Lord? 
u What's become of his Servant? 
\ Sul. Servant! he's a prettier fellow , and a 
*ntleman by fifty degrees than his Maſter. 
beg}. O'my conſcience , I fancy you cou'd beg 
ou low at the Gallows toot, 
ll. O'my conſcience, I cou'd , provided I 
pt a Friend of yours in his room. 
Lou deſir'd me, Siſter to leave you, when 
wipreſs'd the bounds of Honour. 
all. Thou dear cenſorious Country Girl 
4 Fo moau ? you can 9 of che Mau without 
the 
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the bedfellow , 1 find. 1 marry m. 
Der. I don't find any thing unnatural in that thong flate and Pre 


while the mind is converſant with fleſh and blog 
it muſt conform to the humours of the company, 

Mrs. Sul How a little love and good company | 
proves a Woman; why, Child, you begin to ln 
you never ſpoke before. 

Dor. Becauſe I was never ſpoke to — My Lf! melanchollly « 
has told me that I have more wit and beauty H. gil. Happy, 
any of my Sex, and truly I begin to think the Mynchful tor ye 
is ſincere. wardleſs of his 

Mrs. Sull. You're in the right, Dorinda, Pride bag joys for) 
life of a Woman , and Flattery 1s our daily br 
and ſhe's a Fool that won't believe a Man there, Come, my d 
much as ſhe that believes him in any thing elſe J. 5,11. O Doris 
But I'll lay you a Guinea, that I had finer thing: H, my Sex, a 
to me than you had. ſelding to ſoft | 

Dor. Done== What did your fellow ſay to'ye? nd all his tra 

Mr. Swll. My fellow took the picture of V partment of m 
mine. to lie in? 

Dor. Rut my Lover took me for Venus her ſelf. or Meaning vou 

Mrs. Sull. Common cant! had my Spark call Sail. Husban 
a Venus directly » 1 ſhou'd have believ'd him 20. name for hi! 
man in good earneſt. f r here to-nigh 

Dor. But my Lover was upon his knees to me my Father n 

Mrs. Sull. And mine was upon his tiptoes to i, make me eat 

Dor. Mine vow'd to die for me. Pr. Will you pr. 

Mrs. Sall. Mine ſwore to die with me. & mean time w 

Dor. Mine ſpoke the ſofteſt moving things. In. Sal. You 1 

Mrs, Sull Mine had his moving things too. s, as among 

Dor. Mine kiſs my hand ten thouſand times. ¶ uE ſt Coward 

Mrs. Sl}, Mine has all that pleaſure to come t ſpirits eyapo 

Dor. Mine offer d Marriage. „ miſchief if tl 

Mrs. Sull. O Lard! D'ee call that a moving tlg nteſs the truth 

Dor. The ſharpeſt arrow in his quiver, my net him dreſt a 
Siſter — Why , my ten thouſand Pounds ma be Look 
brooding here this ſeven years, and hatch nothing % — I can 
laſt but ſome ill natur d Clowa like yours; N tho I can 


z Drawing Rod 
imbaux — Hie. 
— Lights , lig 
's Coach put tc 
Lady ſhip— / 


nu 
4 
aF 


me. 
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| {1 marry my Lord Aimwell, there will be 
Plate and Precedence , the Park , the Play, 
Drawing Room, iplendor , equipage , noiſe 


Fimbaux — Hey, my Lady Aimwell's Servants 
$- lights, lights to the ſtairs— My Lady 


s Coach put forward — Stand by, make room 
Ladyſhip - Are not theſe things moving? — 
melanchollly of a ſudden ? 


W Sull. Happy » happy Siſter! your Angel has 


ichful tor your happineſs, whilſt mine has 


gardleſs of his charge == Long ſmiling years 
ling joys for you, but not one hour for me 
[ Weeps. 
Come, my dear, we'll talk of ſomething ele. 
3 Sull. O Dorinda, I own my ſelf a Woman 
my Sex, a gentle , generous Soul, — eaſie 
ſelding to ſoft deſires; a ſpacious heart, where 
ind all his train might lodge. And muſt the 
partment of my breaſt be made a ſtable for a 
to he in? 
„. Meaning your Husband, I ſuppoſe ? 
u Sull. Husband! no, — Even Husband is too 
name for him But, come, I expect my 
r here to-night or to-morrow; he was abroad 
n my Father marry'd me; perhaps he'll find a 
to make me eaſy. 
br. Will you promiſe not to make your ſelf eaſy 
x mean time with my Lord's Friend? 
its. Sull, You miſtake me, Sitter — It happens 
ws, as among the Men, the greateſt Talkers are 
neateſt Cowards ; and there's a reaſon for it; 
r ſpirits evaporate in prattle , which might do 
miſchief if they took another courſe ; — Tho' 


Antes the truth, I do love that Fellow; — And 
iet him dreſt as he ſhou'd be, and JI undreſt as I 


de — Look'ye, Siſter, I have no ſupernatu- 
fits ; I can't ſwear I cou'd reſiſt the tempta- 
tho I can ſafely premiſe to avoid it, and that's 


E 2 as 
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as much as the beſt of us can do. 
[ Ex. Mrs. Sull and 7 


r 


, hy, now is 
while the iron 
{our adventure 


SCENE, changes to the Inn. 7 BET Mey 


; i Frenchman 
Enter Aimwell and Archer laughing. 1 Alas, Sir, 
rin diſtreſs ; pe 


Archer. and her reven 

AT the awkard kindneſs of the good motherlydf-! gad, I have! 
Gentlewoman A, that I begit 
Aim. And the coming eaſineſs of the young one this for the h. 
S'death tis pity to deceive her. elves, that the 
Arch. Nay, it you adhere to thoſe principles, Heir Magua Cha 
where you are. put on the Gent 


Aim. I can't ſtop; for I love her to diſtraction. Fiſall be ready. 
Arch. S'death, it you love her a hair's breadth | 
yond diſcretion, you muſt go no farther. | 
Aim. Well , well , any thing to deliver us tro 
ſantering away our idle evenings at White's, Tom 
or Will's, and be ſtinted to bare looking at our 6 
acquain'ance the Cards; becauſe our impotent pocke 
can't afford us a Guinea tor the mercenary drabs. 


E 


Sꝛuve you, n 
O Sir, your! 
ume? 

fat naam is up 


Arch. Or be oblig'd to {ome purſe-· proud Coxcomn. Foigard, a ve 
for a ſcandalous bottle, where we muſt not preteniſ, Doctor Foigard 
to our ſhare of the dilcourſe, becauſe we cant e Ireland! No 
our club o'th reckoning - damit, I had rather ſpung Dey tay de pe 
upon Morris, and ſup upon a diſh of Bohee ſcor d beg 

„And ſome ot 


hind the door. 

Aim. And there expoſe our want of ſenſe by 
king criticiſms, as we ſhou'd our want of money 9] 
railing at the Government. 

Arch. Or be oblig'd ro ſneak into the ſide box 
and between both Houſes ſteal two Acts of a Pla), an 
becauſe we han't money to ſee the other three, 
come away diſcontented, and damn the whole hive. 

Aim. And ten thouſand ſuch raſcally tricks — NA 
we outliv'd our fortunes among our acquaintance +» 
But now... | Aro, 


MW 
xiws 


reſt you as al 
ta Subject of E 
ommiſſion, by 
uch Army: Th 
ence mult hang 
Upon my Sho 
ou tell me, Fa 
of a Burgemaſte 
00 es 
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34. \y, now is the time to prevent all this. — 
-while the iron is hot. This Prieſt is the luckieſt 
{our adventure; He ſhall marry you, aud pimp 


7. But I ſhou'd not like a Woman that can be ſo 
i Frenchman 
Alas, Sir, Neceſſity has no law; the Lady 
rin diſtreſs ; perhaps ſhe has a contounded Hun- 
nd her revenge may carry her farther than her 
yd gad, I have ſo good an opinion of her, and of 
, that I begin to fancy ſtrange things; and we 
one iy this for the honour of our Women, and indeed 
elves, that they do ſtick to their Men, as they 
heir Magna Charta.--Itthe plot lies as l ſuſpect ,-- 
ut on the Gentleman - But here comes the Doc- 
n. F'ftall be ready. Exit. 


Enter Foigard. 


Sꝛuve you, noble Friend. 

O Sir , your Servant ; pray Doctor may I crave 
Func? 

fat naam is upon me? My naam 1s Foigard, Joy. 
n, Foigard, a very good name fora Clergyman : 
ten Doctor Forgard , were you ever in Ireland? 

p lreland! No joy - Fat fort of plaace is dat ſaam 
ung Dey tay de people are catcht dere when dey are 


„ And ſome cf 'em when they're old; as for 
le. [Takes Foigard by the ſhoulder. 
lureſt you as a Traitor againſt the Government: 
? Subject of England, and this morning ſhew'd 
ommiſſion, by which you ſerv'd as Chaplain in 
buck Army: This is death by our Law, and your 
dence mult hang for't. 

Upon my Shoul, Noble Friend dis is ſtrange 
du tell me, Fader Foigard a Subject of England ! 
wot a Burgemaſter of Bruſſels , a Subject of England! 
10 eboo . E 3 Aim 


r 
— 


© — — — — 


—— — 
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And is it ſo v 
+ 1t vil be ſh 
eiately confeſs 
Foig And is my tongue all your evidenſh, Joy x Looke, Sir 
Aim. That's enough. choice. 
Forg. No, no, joy, for IL vill never ſpake Enyliſyr kw. The Gallow 
more. zw , for it is a 
Aim. Sir, I have other evidence=Here , Aan en, dere is not] 
you know this fellow. Enter Arch wu d ſpaak wid 
Arch [ In a bregue.) Saave you, my dear Cul; and dere is n 
how do's your health? count to the pla 
Foig. Ah! Upon my Shoul dere is my Countrymaſ . As I gue 
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Aim. The Son of a Bogtrotter in Ireland; Sir, you 
tongue will condemn you before any Bench in the King 
dom. g 


and his brogue will hang mine. [A to the Count 
Mynheer, Ich wet neat wat gy xacht, Ick univerſtun . 1 have not | 
weat, Sacrament. lh. Right ager 


Aim. Altering your language won't do, Sir, {vt me to the L 
Fellow knows your perſon, and will ſwear to your fig Fat my Cu 
Feig Faace | Fey, is dear a brogue upon my taaſh, tu dat is too muc 
Arch, Upon my ſoulvation dere iſh Joy But Cuſi Aich. Come, 
Macksbane vil you not put aremembrance upon me? Fr rope about yo 
Foig. Matkshane\ By St. Paatrick, dat is my num f top your win 
ſhure cnovugh. (Ader job for you 
Aim, 1 tancy Archer, you have it. Im. Here's cot 
Foig. The Devil hang you, Joy - Ey at acquaintu Chamber, and 
are you my uſſen? | Ach. Come, I 
Arch. O, de Devil hang your ſhelf, Joy, you kn 
we wer little boys togeder upon de School and yo Bonnitace, 
foſter Moder's Son was marry'd upon my Nurſe's Chi 0 
ter, Joy, and ſo we are Iriſh Cuflens. 
Foig. De Devil taak the relation? Vel, Joy, aud C. Well, Ge 
School was it? Mile. 
Arch. | tink it vas -Aay - Twas Tipperary. {| iſe Dark as 
Foig No, no, joy, it vas Kilkenxy. | bag. And blow 
| Atm. That's enough tor us---Self-conteſſion,--Con  ſhow'd us the 
Sir, we mult deliver you into the hands of the nextM&$*'*l1s us the pla 
giſtrate. $ Parlour, 
Arch, He ſends you to Gaol, you're try'd next A ben. Ay, ay, 
ſizes, and away you go ſwing into Purg atory, „t forks „ and 
6 F 
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And is it ſo wid you, Cuſſen? 
Kis It vil be ſho wid you, Cuſſen, if you don't 
W-iately confeſs the ſecret between you and Mrs. 
„ - Looke, Sir, the Gallows or the ſecret, take 
choice. 
li fs: The Gallows! Upon my ſhoul I hate that ſaam 
ww, for it is a diſcaſh dat is fatal to our Family-- 
tarnen, dere is nothing, Shentlemens, but Mrs S/ul- 
Acud ſpaak wid the Count in her chamber at mid- 
ue and dere is no haarm, Joy, for Iam to conduct 
count to the plaſh, my ſhelt. 
Joch. As I gueſs d. -Have you communicated the 
er to the Count? 
l I have not ſheen him ſince, 
#:. Right agen; why then. Doctor. - you ſhall 
uct me to the Lady inſtead of the Count. 
rf. Fat my Cuſſen to the Lady! Upon my ſhoul, 
ta dat is too much upon the brogue. 
ul ch. Come, come, Doctor, conſider we have 
Fr rope about your neck, and if you offer to {queek, 
um f top your windipe , moſt certainly; we ſhall have 
Ader job for you in a day or two, Ihope. 
aim. Here's company coming this way, let's into 
n Chamber, and there concert our affair farther, 
45, Come, my dear Cuſſen, come along (Zxeunt. 


ne 
ror Bonniface, Hounſlow and Bagſhot at one door , 
Chi Gibbet at the oppoſite. 


di Gio, Well, Gentlemen, 'tis a fine night for our en- 
Mie, 

Hounſ. Dark as Hell. 

tp. And blows like the Devil; our Landlord here 

 (how'd us the window where we mult break in, 

tells us the plate Rands in the wainſcoat cupboard in 

Fe Parlour, 

A en. Ay, ay, Mr. Bagſhor, as the ſaying is, knives 
E forks , and coups, and canns , and tumblers , 

{ E 4 and 


m 
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and tankards. There's one tankard, as the ſaying | as the ſong g 
that's near upon as big as me, it was a preſent to life ſhou'd neve} 
Squire from his Godmother, and ſmells of nutmeg Ar, tor it they { 
toaſt like an Eaſt india Ship. wth 

Hounſ. Then you ſay we muſt divide at the Rtairhead 

Bon Yes, Mr. Hounſlew, as the ſa) ing is. At of 
end of that Gallery lies my Lady Bowntifull and } 
Daughter, and at the other Mrs. Szlle --- As for 
Squire. 

Gib. He's ſafe enough, 1 have fairly enter'd bim, u 
he's more than halt {eas over already —- But ſich a par A 
of Scoundrels are got about him now, that I gad 1 w 
aſham'd to be ſeen in their company. | 

Bon. Tis now twelve, as the ſaying is=Gentlemet CEN] 
yon mult {ct out at one. 

Gib Hounſlow ,do you and Bagſhor ſce our Arms fd 
and l come to you preſently. 


\ 
Bg, we will. (Exe Es 
Gib. Well, my dear Bonny, you aſſure me thats 
is a Coward? B O 
Bon. A Chicken, as the ſaying is — You'll have ning, coming 
Creature to deal with but the Ladies. it this time o 


Gib. And I can aſſure you, Friend, there's agrefgis, for he ſcor 
deal of addreſs and good manners in robbing a Lach 
am the moſt a Gentleman that way that ever travel! 
the road But, my dear Bonny, this prize will be 
Galleon , a Vigo buſineſs - I warrant you we ſhall bring 
off three or four thouſand Pound _ | 

len. Ia plate, jewels and money, as the ſaying i Sir, I am t al 

ou may. Ch. Is Mr. Sul. 

Gib Why then, Tyburn, I defie thee, Ill get up uin All butthos 
Town, ſell off my Horſe and arms, buy * {elf ſomQnthis houſe. 
pretty Employment in the Houſehold, and be as ſnug ir Ch, What cor 
and as honeſt as any Courtier of 'um all. ky. Why , Sir, 

Bon And what think you then of my Daughter Chapman, the hun 
ry fora Wite ? * Gentlemen. 


| : dear Bonny - Cherry is the Gir Ch. 1 find my 
Gib. Look ee, my dear Bonny 7 1 adit her Spouſe. 


Enter 


Ch. What, Fe 
mother people] 
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np ig , as the ſong goes; but it is a maxim that Man 
0 t ſite ſhou'd never have itin their power to hang one 
guter, tor it they ſhould, the Lord have mercy on 

b (Exeunt 


head 
e 


eee 22 8 8 


= r 


wei O E N E continues, knocking 


fx'd Without. 


_ Enter Bonniſace. 


BONNIFACE, 
ing. coming A Coach and ſix foaming Horſes 
z this time o night! Some great Man, as the 
greifg is, for he ſcorns to travel with other people. 


ell Enter Sir Charles Freeman, 


riot Ch. What, Fellow ! a publick houſe, and abed 
mother people ſleep! 
1g n Sir, L an't abed, as the ſaying is 
2 Is Mr. Sullen's Family abed, think'e? 
p tin. All butthe Squire himſelf, Sir, as the ſaying is, 
om@in this houſe. 
Ch. What company has he? 
ky. Why, Sir, there's the Conſtable, Mr, Gage the 
man, the hunch-back'd-Farber, and two or three 
fr Gentlemen, 
«Ch. I find my Siſter's letters vgare me the true pic- 
at her Spouſe. 2 x Enter 
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3. Look'e, Sir, 

Enter Sullen drunk. u, but if a goo 

le truth, | hav 

never heard 
much before. 

al. Becauſe Ine 


Bon. Sir, here's the Squire. 

sull The Puppies left me aſleep.— Sir. 

Sir Ch. Well, Sir. 

Sull Sir , I'm an unfortunate Man—1 have thee 
thouſand Pound a year, and I can't geta Man to driak 
cup of Ale with me. on? Are not M 

Sir Ch. That*s very hard. Ch You a11d * 

Sull. Ay, Sir — And unleſs you have pitty upon me becauſe ye are 
and moke one pipe with me, I muſt een go home &have minds tha 
my Wife; and I had rather go to the Devil by half, Jy Minds! 

Sir Ch But, I preſume, Sir, you won't ſee joe ch. Ay, Min 
Wife to-night: ſhell be gone to bed—you don't ule Makes place of 1 
lye with your Wife in that pickle ? all. In ſome peo 

Sull- What! not lye with my Wife! why, Sir, & ch. Then the 

ou take me for an Atheiſt or a Rake? 4 before that of 

Sir Ch. If you hate her, Sir, Ithiuk you had betty}. Sir, you ſhi 
lye from her. ys thought th: 

Sull I think ſo too, Friend—But I'm a Juſtice q uch Sir, Ikn 
Peace, and mult donothing againſt the Law. ; becauſe they 1 

Sir Ch Law! asItakeit, Mr, ſuſtice, no body d one another i1 
ſerves Law for Law's fake; only for the good of tha ly ſo much , if 
for whom it was made. all. Then ' tis pl 

Sull. But it the Law orders me to ſend you to Golly þ, Why don 


Pray, Sir, 0 


you muſt ly there, my Friend. full. Will yout: 
Sir Ch. Not unleſs I commit a crime to deſerve it. % Ch. With all 
Sull. A Crime! Oons an't I marry'd ? Wl. You ſhall 1 
Sir Ch. Nay, Sir, it you call Marriage a crime, J iſon-paſty inte 
muſt diſown it tor a Law. irCþ. You'll le 


Sull. Eh!—I muſt be acquainted with you, Sir Fortune! 
But, Sir, I ſhou'd be very glad to know the truth oi tun. only h: 
matter. , &Yoman ſhall ge 

Sir Ch. Truth, Sir, is a profound ſea, and few their gut her 
be that dare wade deep enough to find out the bottol 
on't. Beſides, Sir, I'm afraid the line of your undef 
ſanding mayn't be long enough. 


Wl, Can you p. 
inCh, No, tru 
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| Look'e, Sir, I have nothing to ſay to your ſea 
15. but if a good parcel of land can intitle a Man 
tle truth, i have as much as any he inthe country. 
Inever heard your Worſhip, as the ſaying is, 
much before. 
Becauſe | never met with a Man that 1 lik d be- 


iokSn. Pray, Sir, as the ſaying is, let me ask you one 

don? Are not Man and Wife one fleſh ? 

ch You and your Wife, Mr. Guts, may be one 
1m$, becauſe ye are nothing elſe—— but rational Crea- 
ne ¶ bare minds that mult be united. 

Minds! n 

yoErCh. Ay, Minds, Sir, don't you think that the 
le takes place of the body? 
ul. In ſome people 
1Ch. Then the intereſt of the Maſter muſt be con- 
before that of his Servant. 
ul. Sir, you ſhall dine with me to-morrow —Oons 
ys thought that we were naturally one. 
Ch Sir, I know that my two hands are naturally 
; becauſe they love one another, kiſs one another, 
one another in all the actions of life; but I cou'd 
ay ſo much, if they were always at cufis. 
al Then 'tis plain that we arc two. 
irCh, Why don't you part with her, Sir! 
Jul. Will you take her, Sir? 
it Ii Ch. With all my heart. 

ul. You ſhall have her to-morrrow . and 
A eiſon- paſty into the bargain. 
Ch. You'll let me have her Fortune too? 


Sir I ul Fortune! why, Sir, | have no quarrel at her 
nne —1 only hate the Woman, Sir, and none but 
n Voman ſhall go. 


*Jir C- But her Fortune, Sir 
Wl, Can you play at Whisk, Sir? 
Auch No, truly. Sir, 

ul. Nor at All- fours? 
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S ir Ch. Neither. 

Sull. Oons ! where was this Man bred. YEN E, 
Burn me, Sir, I cant go home, tis but two a coy a . 

Sir Ch, For halt an hour, Sir, if you pleaſe- Hu Ver #72 Lad 
you mult conlider'tis late. | 

Sull. Late! that's the reaſon I can't go to bed Mrs. Sull. 


Come, Sir — [ Exeunt 
Enter Cherry, runs acreſs the Stage and knocks at Aims 
well's Chamber door. Enter Aimwel in his night 1 


cap and gown. very late, Si 
| Mes. Sull. N 
Aiw. What's the matter ? you tremble , Chid Sis four, and th 
you're frighted. ampany. 
Cher. No wonder, Sir But in ſhorr, Sir, this ve- He. Well , my 
ry minute, a Gang of Rogues are gone to rob my Lago directly to 


Bounty ful's houſe. rs. Sull. 1 don't! 
Aim How! . That's a defi 
Cher, 1 dogg'd em to the very door, and leit em i S. This is 

breaking in. And might p 


Aim. Have you alarm'd any body elſe with the news!fow were here. 
Cher. No, no, Sir, I wanted to have diſcover'd the U. Sull. Here 
whole Plot, and twenty other things to your Man M- H clock o'ch* n 
ein; but 1 have ſearch'd the whole houſe and can't find 5, my hated Hi 
him; where is he ? my feet —O g 
Aim. No matter, Child, will you guide me imme b, Thoughts a 
diately to the houle ? o, my dear, 
Cher. With all my heart, Sir; my Lady Bounty ful is Ys, Sell. A good 
my God- mother and love Mrs. Dorinda ſo well f are they 10? 1 
Aim Dorinda! Ihe name inſpires me, the glory and Þz youthtul , g- 
the danger ſhall be all my qawn—Come , my lite, let ner ſteals out of th 
me but get my ſword. (Extunt. $bewitching » k 
, and ſees Arch 
wks, and 11615 t 
gts rais'd a Spi 
wil 
lech. AMan, 2 
it, Sl, How | 
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EN E, changes to a Bed-cham- 
Aer in Lady Bounty ful's houſe. 


«4; Ars. Sull. Dor. unde. A table 


reunt andlights. 
Aim 
t DORINDA, 


E very late, Siſter , no news ot your Spouſe yet? 
| Mrs. Sull. No, I'm condemn'd to be alone till 
id Sud four, and then perhaps I may be executed with 
0Mpany. 
ve Dy. Well, my dear, VII leave you to your reſt ; 
ago directly to bed, I ſuppole ? 
. dull. I don't know vrhat to do: hey hoe, 
2». That's a deſiring ſigh, Siſter. 
'emPlrs, Sul, This is a languiſhing hour, Siſter. 
And might prove a critical minute, if the pretty 
ws My were here. 
the u. Sull. Here ! what, in my bed-chamber, at 
- P clock o'th* morning, I undreſs'd, the Family 
ind d, my hated Husband abroad, and my lovely Fel- 
tmy feet — O gad, Siſter! 
nee n. Thoughts are free, Siſter, and them I allow 
So, my dear, good night. 
. Sul. A good reſt to my dear Dorinda — Thoughts 
! re they lo? why then ſuppoſe him here, dreis'd 
nd e youthtul , gay and burning Biidegoom- ( Here 
let Fer ſteals out of the Cloſes. ) with tongue enchanting, 
1. $bewitching , knees imploring ( Turn's a l:itle o one 
and ſees Archer in the poſture ſne deſcribes.) Ah 
"ks, and runs to the other ſuie of the Stage) Have my 
?hts rais'd a Spirit? What are jou, Sir, a Man or 
fl? 
beh. AMan, a Man, Madam. (Riſong. 
n $41, How ſhall I bs ſure of it ? 


1 


Arco. 
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Arch. Madam, I'll give you demonſtration this mi For me! 


nute. (Take; her h | rs Sull. Hold, 
Mrs Sull. What, Sir! do you intend to be rude? Portal hatred fo 
Arch. Ves, Madam, if you pleaſe. ou now — le 


Mrs. Sull In the name of wonder, whence came ye of. 
Arch. From the skies, Madam — Tin a Fupiter +þ, Then you'l 
love, and you ſhall be my Alemena . Sull. Any thi 
Mrs. Sull How came you in ? | b. When thall 
Arch. fey ug the window, Madam; your Ce 3 3 
zen Cupid lent me his wings, and your Sil beh. Yoar lips n 
the —— . 4 e us Sull. Pſhaw 
Mrs, Sull. Im ſtruck dumb with admiration, Ich, They mull 
Arch. And I with wonder. ( Looks paſſionately at lf fradiſe! And! 
Mrs Sull. What will become of me? dace, filence 32 
Arch. How beautiful ſhe looks The teeming jol (conſcious Star: 
ſpring ſmiles in her blooming face; and when ſſe wh uppineſs. 
conceiv'd, her Mother ſmelt to Roſes, look d on Lil l. Sl. You w 
lies Leh. If the Sun 
ot to.morrow's 


Lillies unfold their white, their fragant charms , a 
When the warm Sun thus darts into their arms. (Runs th, Mrs. Sull. My f. 
Ach. My ſex's ! 

Mrs. Sull. Ah! (Shreeks Mrs. Sull. You 1 

Arch. Oons, Madam, what d'ye mean? you'llra arch. I'll dye w 
the houſe. Mrs. Sull. Thie 

Mrs. Sull. Sir, I'll wake the dead betore 1 bear thi; 

What! approach me with the reedoms of a Keeper Enter Scri 
I'm glad on't, your impudence has cur'd me. 

Arch. It this beimpudence ( Kneels) 1 leave to you ub. Thieves 
partial ſelf; no panting Pilgrim after a tedious, painft ich, Ha! the v 
voyage, e er bow'd betore his Saint with more devotiou de. 

Mrs. sul! Now , now, I'm ruin'd, if he kneel} deu. ( Kneeli 
( Aſide. } rite thou proſtrate Ingineer ; not all thy under take my life. 
mining skill ſhall reach my heart=—Rife, and know, I Mrs. Sull. (H 
am a Woman without my ſex, l can love to all the ten o] mean? 
derneſs of wiſhes, ſighs and tear, but 90 no fat ub. O, Ma 
ther Still to convince you that I'm more than Wo ow. bones —| 
man, I can ſpeak my trailty, confefs my weakrelQJ4#. Ot u hom 
gven tor ou But: | Fill 


STRATAGEM »s 


For me! a (Going to lay bold o her. 
* „ Sull. Hold, Sir, build not upon that For my 
nortal hatred follows if you diſobey what I com- 
you now — leave me this minute—lt he denies, 
_ ot. Aſide. 
Je : 

J. Then you'll promiſe — 
N. Sull. Any thing another time. 
b. When ſhall I come? 
is. Sull. To-morrow when you will, 
bah. Your lips mult ſeal the promiſe. 
Wes. Sull. Pſhaww ! 
eh. They muſt, they muſt ( Kiſſes her) Raptures 
Paradiſe! And why not now , my Angel ? the time, 
olace, filence and ſecreſy, all conſpire And the 
conſcious Stars have preordain'd this moment for 
1 uppineſs. ( Takes her in his arms. 
Ln. Sull. You will not, cannot ſure. 
Leh. If the Sun rides faſt, and diſappoints not mor- 
af to. morrowyꝰ's dawn, this night ſhall crown my 


„ ls. Sull, My ſex's pride aſſiſt me. 
th. My ſex's ſtrength help me. 
Ars. Sull. You ſhall kill me firſt. 
nl eh. 111 dye with you. (C-rrying ber off. 
Mrs, Sull. Thieves, Thieves. Murther— 


per Enter Scrub in his breechss , and oneſhoe. 


uf} rub. Thieves, Thieves, Murther , Popery. 

nf} Sch, Ha! the very timorous Stag will kill in rutting 
on de. ( Draws and offers to ſtab Scrub. 

| derub. ( Kneeling. ] O,. Pray, Sir, ſpare all 1 have 
take my life. 

Mrs. gal. (Holding Archer's hand.) what do's the 
low mean? 

ub O, Madam, down upon your knees, your 
Wo row. bones — lle sone of u'm, 

nel 4c. Ot whom ? 

Fl, Srub, 
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Scrub. One of the Rogues beg your pardon of yours; 
_ 6 the honeſt Gentlemen that jult er * broke = 2 " | 
wa 27 aface any thing 


Arch. How ! 1 ng 
Mrs Sull. | hope, you did not come to rob me? ieh. Come hit 


Arch, Indeed | did , Madam, but I wou' | 
yy pa. 64 ireF pre might ha' ſpar'd ma "9! 
neves has wak'd this dreami | 
em for granted. e nme 
Scrub. Granted ! *tis granted, Sir, take all we hay 
Mrs: Sull. The fello looks as it he were broke o 
of Bedlam 
Scrub. Oons , Madam, they're broke in to the houſe 
with fire and ſword; Liawthem , heard them, they 26. Ay, ay. th 


Gibbet with # 


be here this Minute. 
Arch. What, Thieves! Mrs. Sull, Who 
Serub. Under favour, Sir, Ithink fo, q:cometorob n 
Mrs. Sull. What ſhall we do, Sir ? lee ay 
Arch. Madam, I wiſh your Ladyſhi od ni ger Brother 
Mrs. Sull. Will you — me? ren eanoile , PI 
eee you ! Lord, Madam , did not yoi d. _— 
command me to be lt 8 LY 3 a) 
mortal hatred ? F : * 
Mrs. Sull. Nay , b 8 Ne a profound]! 
y » but pray, Sir [ Tubes hold of hm. 3 


Arch. Ha, ha, ha, now comes my turn to be 14- 
viſh'd—You ſee now. Madam, you muſt uſe men one ratleman. 
way or other; but take this by the way, good Madam, u Necklace, N 
that none but a Fool will give you the benefit of his cou me a veneratio 
rage, unleſs you'll take his Love along withit, How are (Here Archer 5 
they arm'd, Friend? Gibbet by t 
Scrub, Vith ford and piſtol, Sir. the piſtol to hi 
1 _ 1 ſee a dark Lanthorn coming thro the wk — » | 
allery — Madam, be allur' | ) e acruiege. 
my life d L will protect you, ora al. Oh! Pra 
Mrs. Sull. Your life! uo, Sir, they can rob me of rh. How m 
nothing that I value half io much; theretore now, Srub, Five an 
Sir, let me 1ntreat you to be gone. — Then ] 
J. 


Arch. No, Madam, Il conſult my on ſaletj 1 
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ake of yours; I'll work by ftratagem : Have you 
Str nge enough to ſtand the appearance of 'em- 
UE yrs, Sull. Yes, yes, ſince I have ſcap'd your hands , 
a face any thing. 
nch. Come hither , Brother Scrub, don't you know 


ö 
en. Eh! my dear Brother, let me kiſs thee. 
n [Kiſſes Archer. 
ak e. This way here (Archer a nd Scrub hide be- 
* hind the bed. 


oa Gibbet with a dark lanthorn in ons hand and a Piſtol 
in t'other. 
uſe 
wh [7 Ay, ay. this is the Chamber, and the Lady alone. 
Mrs. Sull. Who are you, Sir? what wou'd you have? 
come to rob me? 
Gib, Rob you! alack a day, Madam , I'm only a 
u. Nager Brother, Madam; and ſo, Madam, if you 
„ Kica noiſe, I'll ſhoot you thro? the head; but don't 
S$ifaid , Madam. 
C ( Laying his lanthorn and Piſtol upon the table. 
"Je rings, Madam, don't be concern'd, Madam, 
n Ne a profound reſpect tor you. Madam; your keys, 
„ Nm, don't be frighted, Madam, I'm the moſt of 
Featleman. (Searching her pockets, 
bs Necklace , Madam, I never was rude to a Lady. 
"Pure a veneration - for this Necklace 
arc re Archer having come round aud ſeix d the piſtol. takes 
Gibbet by the collar, trips up his heels, and claps 
the piſtol to his breaſt.) 
de Ack Hold , profane Villain, and take the reward 
ofe thy ſacrilege. 
Gb, Oh! Pray, Sir, don't kill me; Lan't prepar'd. 
of 44. How many is there of em, Scrub? 
„ 1 7%. Five and forty, Sir. 
&c<, Then I muſt kill the Villain to have him out of 
for PWM. 


one 


ho F Gib, 
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Gib. Hold, hold, Sir. we are but three upon my Hong” Ay » Ay, 
Arch. Scrub, will you undertake to ſecure him F py rh t 

x. Su 0 


Scrub Not I, Sir; kill him, kill him, 
Arch. Run to Gipſey's chamber , there you'll find i. la ſhort, M 
Doctor. bring him hither preſently. (Exit Scrub mi Bues are at 
Come, Rogue, if you have a ſhort prayer, ſay it. {lparted with t 
Gib. Sir, I have no prayer at all; the Governn® Will you f 
his provided a Chaplain to lay pray ers for us on theſe th me? | 
caſious. | 3 Swll, O, wi 
Mrs. Sull. Pray, Sir, don't kill him ;=You fri 
me as muchas him. | 
Arch. The Dog ſhall die, Madam, * dep (CE N ] 
caſion of my diſappointment —dirrah, this mor 
is your laſt. N Apar 1 me! 
Gib. Sir, Vil give you two hundred Poundts(y 
br - EA 7 Hounſlow 
Arch. Haye you no more Raſcal ? 8 
Gib. Yes, Ar, I can command four hundred; ul, = Bay 
muſt reſerve two of em to ſave my lite at the the Rogue 


Enter Scrub and Foigard. 
Ime, come, } 


Arch. Here, Doctor, I ſuppoſe Scrub and youY lag. Your ke) 
tween you may manage him— Lay hold of him, Doc 


(Foig: | ys holdof Gi Enter 
Si What! turn'd over to the Prieſt already | 
Look ye, Poctor, you come before your time; I. Turn this 


conderan'd yet, I thank ye in ſuch a cauſ 
' Foig. Come, my dear Joy, I vill ſecure” your . O, Madam, 


and your ſhobPtoo ;* vill make you a good Cathe l 


8. There's thre 


and give you an Abſolution. en 
ty Won't draw 


Gib. Abiolution!can you procure mea Pardon, Doc 
Foig. No, Joy— 


Si. Then you and your 'Abſolution may go de Eurer l 

Devil. . | | 1 
Arch. Convey him into the cellar, there bind im. Hold, hol 

Take the Piſtol, and if he offers to feſiſt, ot . (Ley engage 


« 
A 


thro' the head, and come back to us with all tit 
you can. n 


. Ay, ay, come, Doctor, do you hold him 

ad I'll guard him. 

dull But how came the Doctor: 

la ſhort , Madam -- | Shreeking without. IS death 

— Mlogues are at work with the other Ladies - I'm 

""F1 parted with the Piſtol; but I muſt fly to their aſ- 

Will you ſtay here , Madam, or venture your 

th me ? + Tera 

3 Swll, O, with you, dear Sir, with you. 
(Takes him by the arm and Exeunt, 


1 fri 


mh{ICE NE changes to another 
wy Apartment in 1he ſame houſe. 
7 Hounſlow dragging in Lady Bounty- 
: all, and Bagshot belling in Dorinda; 
'-4 the Rogues with ſwords drawn. 


Hounſlow. 
Ime, come, your Jewels, Miſtreſs ? 
you Y tag. Your keys, your keys, old Gentlewoman. 


Gi Enter Aim well and Cherry. 
| | | |; 
* u. Turn this way, Villains; I durſt engage an 


in ſuch a cauſe. (He engages em both. 
v. O, Madam, had I but a ſword to help the brave 
B. There's three or four hanging up in the hall; 
;DocFiey wou't draw. I'll go fetch one however, (Exit. 


zo tc Enter Archer aud Mrs. Sullen. 


dings. Hold, hold, my Lord, every Man his. Bird. 
ot (They engage Man to Man, the Rogues are thrown 
the i} and diſarm'd 

1 F 2 Cher 
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Chey. What ! the Rogues taken then they'll img et is now int! 
my Father; I muſt give him timely notice. york, 
Y ( Runs 
Arch. Shall we kill the Rogues ? 
Aim. No, no, we'll bind them. | Enter 
Arch. Ay, ay z here, Madam, lend me your gart 


(To Mrs. Sullen who ſtand; by k But how ſhall 

Mrs. Sull. The Devil's in this Fellow ; he bot Lou a Lover 
loves, and banters, all in a breath==Here's a cord ſee, 

the Rogues brought with em, I ſuppoſe. Lou bleed, 


Arch. Right, right, the Rogue's Deſtiny, a R „ *Sdeath, I'm 
to hang himlclf - - Come, my Lord, - - This is L amuſe t 
ſcandalous ſort of an office, (Binding the Rogues off) wound, 


ther.) if our adventures ſhou'd end in this ſort of H. Gentlemer 
gman-work ; but] hope there is ſomething in prof de gratified for 
that Come, com 
ents; I'm v 

Enter Scrub. * 1 

ull. P . 
Well. Srub, have you ſecur'd your Tartar ? hope, Sir, 
Scrub. Ves, Sir, I left the Prieſt and him diſpu None but wi 
about Religion. 

Aim. And pray carry theſe Gentlemen to reap then. Let me ſ 
nefit of the controverſy. - {Delivers the Priſener: to owder ſugar to 

who leads inn my word, 
Mrs. Sull. Pray, Siſter, how came my Lord h. Ay, my Lac 
Dor. And pray, how came the Gentleman here? © [To Mrs. Sull. ] 
Mrs. Sul]. I'Il tell you the greateſt piece of Villa to a chamber 
* (They talkin dumb. Do, do, 
Aim. I fancy. Archer, you have been moreſucaf probe and the 
ful in your adventures than the Houſe-breakers, one way , | 
Arch. No matter for my adventure, yours u, Come, Mac 
principal Preſs her this minute to marry youre commands? 
while ſhe's hurry'd between the palpitation of her f Sl. How c 
and the joy of her deliverance, now while the tideF#idence to ask 
her ſpirits are at high flood--Throw your {elf at herfe®. And if you g 
ſpeak ſome Romantick nonſenſe or other i Addreß , fave the conſ 


like Alexander in the height of his Victory, confodf®ed in your de! 
her ſenſes. bear down her realon ad away with ge on—Look' ye 
a ; x 0 , 


i\ 17 


* 


STRATAGEM. &< 


* ett is now inthe cellar, and dare not refuſe to 
york. | 


Enter Lady Bountifull. 


& But how ſhall I get off without being obſery'd ? 
| G You a Lover! And not find a way to get of 
ee. 
Lou bleed, Archer. 
„ 'Sdeath, I'm glad on't; this wound will do the 
l' amuſe the old Lady and Mrs. Sullen about 
gmy wound, while you carry off Dorinda. 
of Hen. Gentlemen, con'd we underſtand how you 
ro gratified for the ſervices. : 
Come, come, my Lady, this is no time for 
ments; I'm wounded, Madam. 
? 
—_ How! wounded ! 
hope, Sir, you have receiv'd no hurt? 
None but what you may cure 

( Makes love in dumb ſhaw, 
Let me ſee your arm, Sir—I muſt have 
owder ſugar to ſtop the blood —O me! an ugly 
jon my word, Sir, you muſt go into be). 
. Ay, my Lady a bed wou'd do very well Mas 
[To Mrs. Sull.] will you do me the favour to con- 
keto a chamber ? 
Sun. Do, do, Davghter—while I get the lint 
probe and the plaiſter ready. 
u out one way, Aimwell carries off Dorinda another. 
„Come, Madam, why don't you obey your 
commands? 
F$. 5u/]. How can you, after what is paſt, have 
tdence to ask me? 
And if you go that , how can you after what 
, have the confidence to deny me? - Was not this 
aol ded in your defenee, and my life expos d for your 
þ been — Look ye, Madam, I'm none of your Ro- 
T F 3 mAntick 
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mantick Fools, that fight Gyants and Monſters f The ſwoets: 
thing; my Valour is down right Swi nerd for of bodo 
fortune and muſt be paid. git Swiſs ; I'ma Sold 

Enter 


Mrs. Sull. Tis ungenerous in you 
me with your . | you. $4.29 apt 


Arch. Tis ungenerous in you, M Are you pre} 

ward em. F : * 'm ready: 

Mrs. Sull. How ! At the expence of my H afrighttul exa 

arch. Honour ! Can Honour conkitt with ogra); When! ret 

I 7 deal like a Woman of Honour, do lil ef , 4 
Man of Honour; d'ye think ' Has; onfider! 

caſe? 5 Ce think I wou'd deny jeu in f, either: I 

: were your whe 

Enter a Servant. d not caſt a lo 

| N But my Le 


Ser. Mad am, my Lady order'd jents may hide 
your Brother is 1 at the — ? me to tell you P ne berter fx 


Mrs. Swll. My Brother? Heavens be prais'd==Sir, any thing exc 


ſhall thank you for your ſervices \ he has it in his ps m. Such good 
Arch. Whois your Brother, Madam ? mequal to the t 
Mrs. Sull. Sir Charles Freeman——You'll excuſe &' and made it! 
Sir; I muſt go and receive him. rt her. (A ſide 


Arch, Sir Charles Freeman | Death and Hell! P., behold y. 
old acquaintance. Now unleſs Aimwell has made ref m. Palo! 


ule of his time, all our fair Machine goes ſoule inte e l give a 66 
Sea like the Eadiſtoxe. [cept my paſſi 


Forbid it H 

| 2 im. lam no L 

SCENE, changes to the Gullim mean, 2 fa 
the ſame houſe. hut the be; 

me from my | 


te intereſt of oa 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. bv. Sure 1 have 


yy image of 
| DORINDA, . 
*. well, my Lord, you have conquer d; 5 N 1 
ate gener cti * 
generous action will I hope, plead or Ir. Matchleſs 


eaſie yieldin * tho' 1 ſt o 
Friend in ** #4 a own your Lordſlup | 
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The ſweets of Hybla dwell upon her tongue 


fo 8 

old Doctor 

w Enter Foigard with a Book. 

- - Ate you prepar'd boat? 

” 'm ready: But, firſt , my Lord one word: 
dur / Pitighrful example of a haſty Marriage ig my own 


- "$1; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, 
10 f xd, conſider a little 
we Confider!Do you doubt my Honour or my Love? 
in lu, Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as braye— 
were your whole Sex drawn out for me to chuſe, 
d not caſt a look upon the multitude it you were 
N But my Lord, I'ma Woman; colours, con- 
nents may hide a thouſand faults in me;—Therefore 
me better firſt ; L hardly dare affirm I know my 
14ny thing except my love. | 
im, Such goodneſs who cou'd injure; I find my 
mequal to the task of a Villain; ſhe has gain'd my 
and made it honeſt like her own ;==1 cannot, can- 
Dort her. (A ſide) Doctor, retire, (Exit Foigard. 
km, behold your Lover and your Proſelite, and 
of my Paſſion by my converſion - I'm all a lie, 
krel give a fiction to your arms; I'm all cqunter- 
except my paſſion. 
Forbid it Heaven! A Counterfeit! 
, Jim. lam no Lord, but a poor necdy Man, come 
mean, a ſcandalous deſign to prey upon your For- 
hut the beauties of your mind and p erſon haye ſo 
«me from my ſelf, that like a truſty Servant, | pre- 
teintereſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 
br. Sure I have had the dream of ſome poor Mariner, 
y image of a welcome Part, and wake igyolv'd 
ums Pray, Sir, whoarc you? 
|. x44% Brother to the Man whole title I uſurp d, but 
- Wer to his Honour or his Fortune. 


r. Matchleſs honeſty Once I was proud, Sir, of 
| F 4 Your 
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mantick Fools, that fight Gyants and Monſters für J. Ile fucets 
thing; my Valour is down right Swiſs ; I'ma Solgi _m— 
fortune and muſt be paid. Enter 
Mrs. Sull. Tis ungenerous in you, Sir, to upb ; 
me with your ſervices. | re 
p Tis ungenerous in you, Madam, not to 1 3 F 
ward *em. Sp j 
Mrs. Sull. How! At the expence of my Honour} 1 


Arch. Honour! Can Honour conſiſt with lngratitu h; when? _ 


If you wou'd deal likea Woman of Honour, do Md. conſider: 


N ; m, cConſiderl Do 
— Honour; d'ye think I wou d deny you in (ue . 1e 


were your who 
/4not caſt a lo 
— But my Le 
nents may hide 

me better firſt 
nany thing exc 
im, Such good 
nequal to the t 
and made it! 


Enter a Servant. 


Ser. Mad am, my Lady order'd me to tell you 
your Brother is below at the gate? 

Mrs. Sull. My Brother? Heavens be prais'dSir, 
ſhall thank you for your ſervices, he has it ia his po 

Arch. Whois your Brother, Madam ? 

Mrs. Sull. Sir Charles Freeman——Y ou'll excuſe 


Sir; I muſt go and receive him. 4 . 
Arch. Sir Charles Freeman! Death and Hell! 1 0 * 
old acquaintance. Now unleſs Aimwell has made g * * a he 


uſe of his time, all our fair Machine goes ſoule inte 


Sea like the Eadiſtone. (E A N 


im. lam no L 


$C E N E, changes to the Galler a mean, 2 {cal 
the ſame houſe. * Bur the be; 


me from my 
de intereſt of n 
bv. Sure 1 have 
ay image of 


DON bbs. arms — Pray, 
4 Brother tc 


Ell, well, my Lord , you have conquer d; | 
late generous action will I hope, plead ior 133 0 
eaſie yielding, tho' I muſt own your Lordſtip 4 ©" Ale 
Friend in the Fort before. | 1 


Enter Aimwell and Dorinda. 


S TATA UA 5 
The ſweets of Hybla dwell upon her tongue 


for | — 
oldie Doctor 

Enter Foigard with a Book. 
upb | 
ot # Are you prepar'd boat ? 


98. 'm ready: But, firſt , my Lord one word 
ifrighrful example of a haſty Marriage in my own 

ly; when I reflect upon't, it ſhocks me. Pray, 

Ford, conſider a little 
Confider!Do you doubt my Honour or my Love? 

Fr. Neither: I do believe you equally juſt as brave — 
were your whole Sex drawn out for me to chuſe, 
d not caſt a look upon the multitude it you were 
— But my Lord, I'ma Woman; colours, con- 
nents may hide a thouſand faults in me;—Therefore 

me better firſt ; I hardly dare affirm I know my 
24ny thing except my love. 
in. such goodneſs who cou'd injure; I find my 
nequal to the task of a Villain; ſhe has gain'd my 
uſe # and made it honeſt like her oon; I cannot, can- 

[1 wrt her. (A ſide ) Doctor, retire. (Exit Foigard. 
n, behold your Lover and your Proſelite, and 
le Se of my Paſſion by my converſion— I'm all a lic, 
ina re 1 give a fiction to your arms; I'm all counter- 

[cept my paſſian. 

b. Forbid it Heaven! A Counterfeit! 
un lam no Lord, but a poor needy Man, come 
fr) $iimean , a ſcandalous deſign to prey upon your For- 
hut the beauties of your mind and erſon have ſo 


me from my ſelf, that like a truſty Servant , | pre - 


de intereſt of my Miſtreſs to my own. 
vr. Sure I have had the dream of ſome poor Mariner, 

Etpy image of a welcome Port, and wake iuvoly'd 
rms — Pray, Sir, who are you? 
4 Brother to the Man whole title I uſurp'd, but 

iger to his Honour or his Fortune. 
Iv. Matchleſs honeſty Once I was proud, Sir, of 

| F 4 your 
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your wealth and title, but now am prouder that 50% Sir Charles 
want it: Now I can ſhew my love was juſtly lereir i inoſt- But no 
and had no aim but love. Doctor, come in. and ſol leave 


Freeman! © 

Enter Foigard at one door, Gipſey at another, who whifhnght ſhe rece 
pers Dorinda. „ S'death! V 

She conſent( 


wlieve ſhe will 
4 To her ſelf, 
y all my he 


Your Pardon, Sir , we ſhannot want you now, $i 
You muſt excuſe me, lll wait on you preſently. 


(Exit. with Gipſe 
Foig. Upon my Shoul , now, dis is fooliſh (Ex 


Aim Gone! And bid the Prieſt depart==it has Enter | 
ominous look. 

, Come, my 

Enter Archer, arms — Th 


year, Where 
Arch, Courage, Im Shall I wiſh you joy? | 
Aim. No. 
Arch, Oons, Man, what ha' you been doing ? | 
Aim. O, Archer, my honeſty, 1 fear has ruin d mg. Oons, a b 
Arch. Howe | v. I ſuppoſe , : 
Aim. I have diſcover'd my ſelf. raffairs ? 
Arch. Diſcover'd ! And without my conſent? What nb. Yes, yes, 
Have I embark'd my ſmall remains in the ſame bottonſy. Come, Pri 


with yours, and you diſpos'd of all without my partner. Make haſt« 

ſhip? Aimwel's hai 
Aim O, Archer, Town my fault. . My mind's 
Arch. After conviction — Tis then too late for pant. Eh 

don - Tou may remember, Mr. Aimwell , that you ptoſin. I'm confo! 


pos d this folly - As you begun, ſo end it Hencefoniſig. Upon my < 
I'll hunt my Fortune ſingle So farewel. h. What's th 

Aims. Stay, my dear Archer, but a minute. r. Look ye. 

Arch. Stay! What to be deſpis'd , expos'd and laugb t. This Ger 
at No, I wou'd ſooner change conditions with thing from me; 
worſt of the Rogues we juſt now bound, than bear oneFiung from him 
ſcornful ſmile from the proud Knight, that once l tei bu thought 
Viſcount Ain 


Aim. What Knight? + Prieſt, you 
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ut 50% Sir Charles Freeman, Brother to the Lady that 
exeir i moſt - But no matter for that, tis a curſed night's 
and ſol leave you to make your belt on't, (Going. 
s. Freeman ! One word Archer. Still I have hopes 3 
v whiſſhaght ſhe receiv'd my confeſſion with pleaſure, 
„ $death! Who doubts it? 

She conſented after to the match; and till I 
ir elie ve ſhe will be juſt. 

To her ſelf, I warrant her, as you ſhou'd have been 
, By all my hopes, ſhe comes, and ſmiling comes. 


7 

ly. 

Oipſe 
(Ex 
has 


Enter Dorinda, mighty gay. 


Come, my dear Lord,. Il fly with impatience 
arms The minutes of my abfence was a te- 
year, Where's this tedious Prieſt ? 


Enter Foĩgard. 
7 
dme. Oons, a brave Girl. 
Ir. I ſuppoſe, my Lord, this Gentleman is privy 
raffairs ? 
What heb. Yes, yes, Madam, I'm to be your Father. 
ottonſ®iy. Come, Prieſt, do your office. 
nergch, Make haſte , make haſte , couple em any way. 
Aimwel's hand.] Come. Madam, I'm to give you--- 
. My mind's alter' d, I won't. 
r parſech. En 
u pro. I'm confounded. 
efoniit. Upon my Shoul, and ſho is my ſhelf. 
ich, What's the matter now, Madam? 
I. Look'ye , Sir, one generous action deſerves 
ughSiher—This Gentleman's Honour oblig'd him to hide 
h thing from me; my juſtice engages me to conceal 
r oneFuny from him: In ſhort, Sir, you are the perſon 
reiß jou thought you counterfeited; you are the true 
Viſcount Aimwell, and I wiſh your Lordſhip joy: 
+ Prieſt, you may be gone; if my Lord is pleas d 
K 5 now 
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now with the match, let his Lordſhip marry me in Mel, that I'll t: 
face of the world | zip, and ſo we 

Aim Arch, What do's ſhe mean? 1 
Dor. Here's a witneſs for my truth. | Zn 
Enter Sir Ch. and Mrs. Sull. * Meſdames 


wmble: I hear 
Sir Charles. My dear Lord Aimwell, I wiſh you The Ladies 

Aim, Of what? 

Sir Ch. Of your Honour and Eſtate: Your Broth. 
died the day betorel left London; an4 all your FrienKane, By the La 
have writ after you to Bruſſels; among the relt "1 did it and run awa 
lelf the honour. tb. Rob'd him 

Arch. Hark'ye Sir Knight, don't you Ay, beg 

h 


Sir Ch, *T1struth upon my Honur. A hundre: 
Aim. Thanks to the pregnant Stars that form d hat Yes, tha 
accident, n Our mone 
Arch. Thanks to the womb of time that broughtl&ch. Rot the m 
forth; away with it. quelque choſe de 
Aim. Thanks to my Guardian Angel that led me 
the prize — [ Taking Dorinda“ h 
Arch. And double thanks to the noble Sir Charles F 
man My Lord, I wiſhyoujoy. My Lady I wiſhjy Is there on; 
Joy=s Gad, Sir Freeman, you're the honelteſt Feſloſ eh. Ay, ay. 
living S'death, I'm grown ſtrange airy upon this ma I have a Bo 
ter — My Lord , how d'ye ? —a word , my Lo reh. (taking 
Don't you remember ſomething of a previous lemain ! By 
ment, that entitles me tothe moyety of this Lady'sF a; but this un 
tune, vhich, Ithink will amount to five thouſand Po ) Hum , hi 
Aim. Not a penny, Archer: You wov'd ba cut , and muſt b 
throat juſt now , becauſe I wou'd not deceive this La 


Enter a F ello! 


Arch. Ay, and I'll: cut your throat again, it) Mr. MA 
ſhou'd deceive her now. Father bein 
Aim. That's what I expected; and to end the that ave take 
pute, the Lady's Fortune is ten thouſand Pound; t him a Par 
divide ſtakes; take the ten thouſand Pound or the be uſeful to the 
Dor. How ! Is your Lordſhip ſo indifferent! ur Maſter to n. 
Arch: No, no, no: Madam, his Lordſhip ' hands with @ 
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ell, that I']] take the money; I leave you to his 
lip, and ſo we're both provided far, 


e in 


| Enter Count Bellair. 
nt Meſdames, & Meſieurs, 1 am your Servant 
umble: I hear you be rob, here. 
ou 4 The Ladies have been in ſome danger, Sir. 
unt. And Begar, our Inn be rob too. 
Brot. Our Inn! hy whom ? 
| By the Landlord, begar—=Garzoon he has rob 


no Ay, begar, and me too of a hundre Pound. 
3, A hundred Pound? 
n dh Yes, that I ow'd him. 
n Our money's gone, Frank 
ght. Rot the money, my Wench is gone - Savex 
quelque choſe de Mademoiſelle Cherry ? 


Enter a Fellow with a ſtrong Box and a Letter. 


Is there one Martin here 7 

ch. Ay, ay , — who wants him? 

Fl. I have a Box here and Letter for him. | 
arch. (taking the box) Aa, ha, ha, what's here ? 
demain { By this light, my Lord, our money. 
a; but this unfolds the riddle ( Opening the Letter, 
Hum, hum, hum—©O , tis for the publick 
and muſt be communicated to the Company. 


Mr. MARTIN, 
F U Father being afraid of an Impeachment by the Rogues 
that are taken to-night , is gone off; but if you can 
him a Pardon he will maakegreat diſcoveries that 
ly be uſeful to the Country. Cou'd | have met you mſtead 
gu Maſter to night, I wou d have deliver d my ſelf inte 
lands with a Sum that much exceeds that in your ſtroug 
Box 
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Box, which 1 have ſent you, with an aſſurance to my de 
Martin, chat I ſhall ever be his moſt faithful Friend till dea 
CHERRY Boxnirac 


N 


Full. Hold , 
by conſent , c 
and | talk tt 


ren us. 
there's a Billet -· doux for you As for the Father I thing Let me kne 


he ought to be encouraged, and for the Daughter, Sir, who ar 
Pray, my Lord, perſuade your Bride to take her intg;Cch. 1am Sir c 
her ſervice inſtead of Gipſey. L Wife, 


Aim. I can aflure you, Madam, your deliverance! And you, | 
was owing to her diſcovery. um. Charles Vij 
Dor. Your Command, my Lord, will do withoub, sister. 


the obligation. I'll take care of her. al. And you pr: 

Sir Ch, This good Company meets oportunely in fh. Francis At 
your of a deſign I have in behalf of my unfortunate Siſs} To take ar 
ter; I intend to part her from her Husband==Gentl you're hearti 


men will you aſſiſt me? : obliging peo} 
Arch. Aſſiſt you! s Death who wou'd not? if you pleaſ? 
Count. Aſſiſt? Garzoon, Vc all aſſeſt. geh. And the la 
. Sull. Spouſ 

Enter Sullen, al. Ribb. 
8. Sull. Howl 


Sull. What's all this? They tell me Spouſe that) 
had like to have been rob'd. 
Mrs. Sull. Truly, Spoufe, I was pretty near it 
not theſe two Gentlemen interpos d. nt. Garzoon 
Sull How came theſe Gentlemen here? [| know. An. $411. Pray 
Mrs. Sall. That's his way of returning thanks you mulf\} To get an 
Count. Garzoon, the queſtion be a propo, for all dat; ch, And hay 
Sir Ch. You promis'd laſt night, Sir, that you wou dul. No. 
deliver your Lady to me this morning. bh. The condi 
Sull. Humph. did you marr) 
Arch. Humph. What do you mean by humph= f I. Sal. To £ 
Sir, you ſhall deliver her In ſhort, Sir, we have lav dh of his, au; 
== and your Family , and if you are not civil we'll un viety, 
ind the Rogues join with um and ſer fire to your houle-Fir Ch. Are you 
What do's the Man mean? Not part with his Wife? MF, S No. 


Wirs Sul]. *Tis th 
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dull. Hold, Gentlemen, all things here muſt 
by conſent , compulſion wou'd ſpoil us; let my 
and I talk the matter over, and you ſhall judge 
ven us. 
thing u Let me know firſt who are to be our Judges. 
er. Sir, who are you! 
r intg Ch. lam Sir Charles Freeman, come to take away 
Wife. 
IT And you, good Sir. 
un. Charles Viſcount Aimwell, come to take away 
thoulrSiſter. 
al. And you pray, Sir? 
in 1h, Francis Archer, Eſq; come 
e dien. To take away my Mother, I hope - Gentle- 
entleꝶ, you're heartily welcome; I never met with three 
: obliging people ſince l was born And now, my 
if you pleaſe , you ſhall have the firſt word, 
eh. And the laſt for five Pound. 
"Irs. Sul. Spoule ? 
al. Ribb. 
5, Sull. How long have we been marry'd ? 
By the Almanak fourteen months But by my 
unt fourteen years. 
Mrs. Sall. Tis there about by my reckoning» 
unt. Gar zoon, their account will agree. 
now. Arg. Sull. Pray, Spouſe, what did you marry for 8 
mulffull To get an Heir to my Eſtate. 
date nch. And have you ſucceeded? 
vou du. No. 
bah. The condition fails of his ſide Pray, Madam ; 
u did you marry for? | 
= Pills, Sull. To ſupport the weakneſs of my dex by the 
h of his, aud to enjoy the pleaſures of an agrea* 
ociety. | 
Ch. Are your expectations anſwer'd ? 
bs. $ull. No. 
unt A clear caſe, a clear caſe. 
g wa What arc the bars to your mutual content- 
| Mrs. 
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Mrs, Sull. In the firſt place I can't drink Ale with high, No, beg: 
Sull. Nor can I drink Tea with her, Why , Sir, 
Mrs. Sul. 1 can't hunt with you, A hundre 1 
Sull Nor can I dance with you, /do't; your Be 
Mrs Sull. | hate Cocking and Racing, ich for me. 
Sull. And I abhor Ombre and Piquet. „ Then L will 
Mrs. Sull. Your ſilence is intollerable. ly lucky to 1 
Sull. Your prating is worſe. hid made bold 
Mrs. Sull. Have we not been a perpetual oſſenceſore, and had 
each other — A gnawing Vulture at the heart? all the Art 


Sull. A frightful Goblin to the ſight. 


: \ Bonds, Leatt 
Mrs. Sull A Porcupine to the feeling. 


em from him , 


Sull, Perpetual wormwood to the taſte. (Gives 
Mrs. Sull. Is there on Earth a thing we cou d agree ij. How , my 
Sull. Ves — To part. Vell , Gentle 
Mrs. Sull. With all my heart. ant talʒKk. IF 


Sull. Your hand. 

Mrs. Sull. Here. 

Sull Theſe hands join'd us, theſe ſhall part us a 
Mrs. Sull. North. 

Sull. South, 

Mrs Sull. Eaſt. | 

Sall: Weſt — far as the Poles aſunder. 

Count Begar the ceremony, be vera pretty. 


perry, and ceſe 
ce, you ma 
conſumedly — 
b. Madam 
to the Trifle 1 
lead it up. 

ch. Twou'd bh 
better pleas d 


Sir Ch. Now, Mr Sullen, there wants only my $4 The one ri 
ter's Fortune to make us eaſie. ;,.andtheoth 
Sull. Sir Charles, you love your Siſter , and Ihen mitery. 

her Fortune; every one to his fancy, | 
Arch Then you won't refund? b happy in thei 
Sul. Not a ſtiver. dae parte /i by con 
Arch Then I find, Madam , you muſt c'en go M, if muts 
your priſon again. inſent is Law e 
Count. What is the portion. 
Sir Ch Ten thoviand Pound, Sir. 
Count. Garzoon 1 pay. it „and ſhe ſhall go T 


wid me. 
Arch. Ha, ha, ha, French all over --Do you 
Sir, what ten thouſand Pound Engliſhis : 
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No, begar, notjuſtement, 

Why, Sir, tis a hundred thouſand Livres. 

A hundre thouſand Livres A Garzoon, me 
/do't; your Beauties and their Fortunes are both 
ach for me. 

, Then Iwill This nights Adventure has prov'd 
ly lucky to us all — For Captain Gibbet in his 
had made bold, Mr. Sullen, with your Study and 
ore, and had taken out all the Writings of your 
, all the Articles of Marriage with this Lady, 
, Bonds, Leaſes, Receipts to an infinite value; L 
em from him, and I deliver them to Sir Charles. 

N (Gives him a parcel of Papers and Parchmants. 
greek How. my Writings? my head akes conſumed- 
Vell, Gentlemen, you ſhall have her Fortune, 
an't talk. If you have a mind, Sir Charles, to 
erry, and celebrate my Siſter's Wedding, and my 
ce, you may command my Houſe but my head 
conſumedly Scrub , bring me a Dram, 

þ, Madam [ To Mrs. Sull. ] there's a Country 
to the Trifle that I ſung to-day ; your hand, and 
lead it up, [ Here a Dance. 
ch. Twou'd be hard to gueſs which of theſe parties 
better pleas d, the Couple join d, or the Couple 
The one rejoycing in hopes of an untaſted hap- 
, and the other in their deliverance rom an ex- 
d mitery. 


h bi 


aWa 


my, 


I] 


ub happy in their ſeveral ſtates we find. 

Fuſe partei by conſent , and thoſe conjoin d. 
ſent , if mutual , ſaves the Lawyer's Fee, 
ment is Law enough to ſet you free. 


1 $0 


The end of the fifth AG, 
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EPILOGUE. 


Deſign d to be ſpoke in the Beaux Srratage 


| by to our Play your judgment can't be kind, 
Let its expiring Author pity find. 
Survey his mournful caſe with melting eyes, 

or let the Bard be damm d before he dies, 
Forbear you Fair on his laſt Scene to frown, 
But his true exit with a plaudit crown: | 
Then ſball the dying Poet ceaſe to fear, 
The dreadful knell, while your Applauſe he hea 1 
At Leuctra ſo, the conqu ring Theban ch d, 
Claim'd his Friend's praiſes, but their tears ” 
Pleas'd in the pangs of death he greatly thought © 
Congueſt with loſs of life but cheaply bought. 
The difference this, the Greek was one wou'd fbi, 
As brave, tho" not ſo gay as Serjeant Kite. 
Ve Sons of Will's what's that to thoſe who wil 
To Thebes alone the Grecian om'd his bays , 
Vou may the Bard above the Heroraiſe, > 
Since yours is greater than Athenian proiſe. - 
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